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VERSES 

IN PRAISE OF 

D R Y D E N. 


ON DRYDEN’S RELIGIO LAICL 

BY THE EARL OF ROSCOMMON. 

B e gone, you Haves, you idle vermin go. 

Fly from the fcourges, and your mailer luiowi 
Let free, impartial men, from Dryden learn 
Myfterioua fecrets, of a high concern. 

And weighty truths, folid convincing feufe. 

Explain'd by unafiedled eloquence. 

What can you (Reverend Levi) here take ill ^ 

Men ftill had faults, and men will have them Hill 
lie that hath none, and lives as angels do. 

Mull be an angel , but what's that to you ^ 

While mighty Lewis £nds the pope too great. 

And dreads the yoke of his impofing feat. 

Our feds a more tyrannic power aHlime, 

And would for fcorpions change the rods of Rome j 
That church detain'd the legacy divine ; 

Fanatics call the pearls of heaven to fwine ; 

What then have thinking honell men to do. 

Bat chufe a mean between th' ufurping two ? 

B a Not 



4 VERSES ON MR. DRYDEN. 

Nor can th' ^Egyptian patriarch blame thy mufc 
Which for his firmnefs does his heat excufe , 
Whate\cr councils have appiov'd his creed. 

The pieface fare was his own ad and deed. 

Cur church will have that preface read, you’ll fay 
'Tis true - but fo flie will th’ Apocrypha ; 

And fuch as can believe them, fiecly may. 

But did that God (fo little underftood) 

Whofe darling attribute is being good, 

Erom the dark womb of the rude chaos bring 
Such various creatures and make man their king. 
Yet leave his favourite man, his chiefeft care. 
More wretched than the vilcft infeds aie ^ 

O I how much happier and moie fafe are the} ? 
If helplefs millions muft be doom’d a prey 
To yelling furies, and for ever bum 
In that fad place from whence is no return. 

For unbelief in one they ne\ er knew'. 

Or for not doing what they could not do ^ 

The very fiends know for what crime they fell. 
And fo do all their followers that rebel : 

If then a blind, well-nicaning, Indian firay. 

Shall the great gulph be fhevv’d him foi the wa) B 
For better ends our kind Redeemer vly’d. 

Or the fain angels room w ill be but ill fupply’d. 

That Chrifi, who at the great deciding day, 
(For he declares what he refolves to fay) 

Will damn the goats for their ill-natur’d faults. 
And fave the Iheep for aCtions, not ior thoughts'. 



VERSES ON MR. DRYDEN. 5 

Hath too much mercy to fend men to hell. 

For humble chanty, and hoping well. 

To what llupidity aie zealots grown, 

Whofe inhumanity, profufely Ihown 
In damning crowds of fouls, may damn their own. 

I'll err at leaft on the fecurer fide, 

A con\^ert free from malice and irom pride. 

TO MY FRIEND, MR. JOHN DRYDEN, 

ON HIS SEVERAL EXCELLENT TRANSLATIONS 
OF THE ANCIENT POETS. 

BY G. GRANVILLE, LORD LANSDOWNE. 

•AS flowers traiifplanted from a fouthem {ky, 

But hardly bear, 01 in the raifing die , 

Mifling their nati\e fun, at befl: retain 
But a faint odour, and furvive with pain: 

Thus ancient wit, in modern numbers taught. 

Wanting the w armth w ith w hich its author w lote. 

Is a dead image, and a fenfelefs di aught. 

While we tiansfufe, the nimble fpint flics, 

Efcapes unfeen, e\ aporales, and dies. 

Who then to copj Roman wit defre, 

Mufl iiniLate with Roman force and fire. 

In elegance of ft'^Ie and phiafe the fame. 

And iiTi the fparkling genius, and the flame. 

Whence we conclude fiom thy tranflated fong. 

So juft, fo fmootli, fo foft, and yet fo ftrong, 
Cceleftial poet ! foul of harmony ! 

That e^ery genius was reviv'd in thee, 

B 3 Thy 



Thy trumpet founds, the dead are rais’d to light. 
Never to die, and take to heaven their flight ; 

Deck’d in thy verfe, as clad with rays they Ihine, 

All glorified, immortal, and divine. 

As Britain in rich foil abounding wide, 

Furmfti’d for ufe, for luxury, and piide. 

Yet fpreads her wanton fails on every fhore 
For foreign wealth, infatiate flill of more ; 

To her own wool th^ fllks of Alia joins. 

And to her plenteous harvefts India’s mines ; 

So Dryden, not contented with the fame 
Of his own works, though an immortal name. 

To lands remote fends forth his learned mufe. 

The noblefl: feeds of foreign wit to choofe : 

Feafling our fenfe fo many various ways. 

Say, is’t thy bounty, or thy thirft of praife ? 

That, by comparing others, all might fee. 

Who mod excel, are yet excell’d by thee. 

TO MR. DRYDEN, BY JOSEPH ADDISON, ESq. 

H OW long, great poet, {hall thy facrcd lays 

Provoke our wonder, and tranfcend our praife I 
Can neither injuries of time, or age. 

Damp thy poetic heat, and quench thy rage i 
Not fo thy Ovid in his exile wrote ; 

Grief chill’d hisbreaft, and check’d his riflng thought | 
Penlive and fad, his drooping mufe betrays 
The Roman genius in its laft decays. 

Prevailing warmth has flill thy mind pofleft. 

And fecond youth is hindJed in thy breafl. 


Thos 
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Thouinak’ft the beauties of the Romans known. 

And England boafts of riches not her own : 

Thy lines have heighten’d Virgil’s majefty. 

And Horace wonders at himfelf in thee. 

Thou teacheft Perfius to inform our ifle 
In fmoother numbers, and a clearer ftyle : 

And Juvenal, intruded in thy page. 

Edges his fatire, and improves his rage. ' 

Thy copy cafts a fairer light on all. 

And ftiil outfhines the bright original. 

Now Ovid boafts th’ ad\’]antage of thy fong. 

And tells liis ftory in the Britifh tongue ; 

^Thy charming verfe, and fair tranflations fhow 
How thy own laurel firft began to grow ; 

How wild Lycaon, chang’d by angry Gods, 

And frighted at himfelf, ran howling thro’ the woods. 

O may’ft thou fiill the noble tale prolong. 

Nor age, nor ficknefs interrupt thy fong : 

Then may we wondering read, how human limbs 
Have water’d kingdoms, and diffolv’d in ftreams. 

Of thofe rich fruits that on the fertile mould 
'Purn’d yellow by degrees, and ripen’d into gold ; 
How feme in feathers, or a ragged hide. 

Have liv’d a fecond life, and different natures try’d* 
Then will thy Ovid, thus transform’d, reveal 
A nobler change than he himfelf can teU. 

Mag. Coll. Oxon* 

Junea> 
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S VERSES ON MR. DRYBEN. 


FROM Addison’s account of ihe 

ENGLISH POETS, 

T) UT fee where artful Dryden next appears, 

G rou n olvl in rhyme, but charming e\ ’n in years# 
Great Drjden next ! whole tuneful mufe affords 
The fweeteft numbers and the fitteft w ords. 

Whether in comic founds, or tragic airs. 

She forms her voice, fhe moves our fmilcs and tears. 

If faiire oi heroic ftiains (lie writes, 

Hei hero plcafes, and her fatiie bites. 

From her no harlh, unartful numbers fall. 

She v^eais all dreffes, and Ihe charms in all i 
How might we fear our Englilh poetry. 

That long has flourilh’d, fhould decay in thee . 

J3id not the Mufes’ other hope appear, 

Haimonious Congreie, and forbid our fear! 

Congreve ^ vLofe fancy’s unexhauiled ilore 
Hcis giien already much, and promis’d more, 

Congreve lhali full prefers e thy fame alne. 

And Dry den’s muft £h.all in his friend f»ru\<,. 
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ON ALEXANDER’S FEAST; OR, THE 
POWER OF MUSICK. AN ODE. 

FROM MR. pope’s ESSA^ ON CRITITISM, 1 . 

H ear how Timotheus’ vary’d lays furprize. 

And bid alternate pafiions fall and rife ! 

While, at each change, the fon of Libyan Jove 
Now burns with glory, and then melts with love ; 
Now his fierce eyes with fparkling fury glow. 

Now fighs fteal out, and tears begin to flow. 

Perfians and Greeks like turns of nature found. 

And the world’s vuflor flood fubdued by found. 

The power of Mufick all our hearts allow, 

And what Timotheus was is Drjden now* 


CHARACTER OF DRYDEN, 

FROM AN ODE OF GRAY. 

B ehold, where Dry den’s lefs prefumptuous cai]^ 
Wide o’er the fields of glory bear : 

Two courfeis of ethereal lacc, 

Vvhth necks in thunder cloath’d, and long refounding 
pace. 

Haik, his hands the lyre explore ! 

JBnght-ey’d Fancy hovering o’er. 

Scatters from her pidur’d urn. 

Thoughts that breathe, and words that bum*. 

But, ah I ’tis h^aid no more— 
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Oh ! lyre divine, what daring fpint 
Wakes thee now ? though he inherit 
Nor the pride, nor ample pinion. 

That the Theban eagle bear, 

Sailingwith fupreme dominion 
Through the azure deep of air : 

Yet oft before his infant eyes would run 
Such forms, as glitter in the Mufe^s ray 
With orient hues, unborrow’d of the fan : 

Yet fhall he mount, and keep his dillant way 

Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate 

Beneath the good how far — ^but far above the great. 


TO THE UNKNOWN AUTHOR OF 
ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL, 

T ake it as earned of a faith renew’d. 

Your theme is vafi, your verfe divinely good ; 
Where, though the Nine their beauteous llrokes repeat, ^ 
And the turn’d lines on golden anvils beat, 5 

It looks as if they ftrook them at a heat, J 

So fercnely great, fo juft refin’d, 

Like angels love to htiman feed inclin’d, I 

It ftarts a giant, and exalts the kind. J 

’Tis fpint *fcen, whofe fiery atoms roll. 

So brightly fierce, each fyllable ’s a foul. 

'Tis miniature of pp,^but‘he ''s all heart; 

'Tis Vh&t file worli would be, buf wants the art; 


To 
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To whom ev’n the fanaticks altars raife. 

Bow in their own defpite, and grin your praife ; 

As if a Milton fiom the dead arofe, 

Fil’d off the ruft, and the right party -chofe^ 

Nor, Sir, be fhock’d at what the gloomy fay; 

Turn not your feet too inward, nor too Iplay^ 

•Tis gracious all, and great : Pufh on your theme; 
Lean your gnevM head on David’s diadenu 
David, that rebel Ifrael’a envy mov’d ; 

David, by God and all good men belov’d^ 

The beauties of your Abfalom excel • 

But more the charms of charming Annabel : 

Of Annabel, than May’s firfl mom more bright, 
dhearful as fummer’s noon, and chafte as winter’s night* 
Of Annabel, the Mufes deareft theme , 

Of Annabel, the angel of my dream* 

Thus let a broken eloquence attend. 

And to your mafter-piece thefe lhadows fend. 

Nat. L e k* 
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VERSES TO DRY DEN. 


TO THE CONCEALED AUTHOR OF 
ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL. 


H ail, hca\cn-boin Mufe ! c\ cn facred pa^e! 

The glory of our sfle and of oui age* 

Th' infpiring fun to Albion diaus more nigh, 

I'he north at length teems with a'work, to Me 
With Homer's flame and VirgiPs majefl) . 

While Pm Jus’ lofty hughts oui poot fought, 

(Hib ra\ilh’d mind with vail idcuS 1 nought) 

Our language fail'd beneath h^s iifmg thought. 

This checks not his attempt, for mines 

He drains of all tlieir gold, t' adorn his lines . 
Through each of which the Mantuan Genius flimcs. J 
The rock obey'd the po>verful Plebicw guide. 

Her flinty bread diffolv’d into a tfdc : 

Thus on our llubboin language he pic ails^ 

And makes the Helicon in which he fails ; 

The diakdt, as w ell as fenfc, invents. 

And, v/ith hiS poem, a ne> fpcech prtfenti. 

Hail then, thou matchlefs Bard, them great unknown, 
lhat gne ioui.countiy' fame, yet ihun your own I 
In vain ; for every where your praife you And, 

And, not to meet it, you mull Ihun mankind.. 

Your loyal theme each loyal reader dr »ws. 

And ev’n the fa<flious give } our i erfe plaufc, 

Mhofe lightning llnkes to gioimd their idol caufe 

The 


J 
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Tne caufe for whofe dear fake they drank a flood 
Of civil goie, noi fpar’d the ro^al blood ; 

The caufe, whofe growth to ciulh, our prelates wrote 
In vain, almofl: in vam our heroes fought; 

Yet by .one flab of your keen fatire dies ; 

Before your facred lines their ftiatter’d Dagon lies* 

Oh ! if unworthy we appeal to know 
The file, to whom this lovely biith we owe • 

Deny*d our ready homage to expiefs. 

And can at befl but thankful be by guefs ; 

This hope remains : May David’s godlike mind, 

(For him ’twas v/rote) the unknown author find; 

And, Jiaving found, fiiower equal favours down 
On wit fo vaft, as could oblige a crown, 

N, Tatc 

UPON THE AUTHOR OF THE MEDAL, 

O NCE more our awful poet aims, t’ engage 
The threatening hydra -fadlion oi the age , 

Once more piep^ares liis dreadlul pen to wield. 

And eiery Mufe attends him to the field. 

By art and nature for this talk defign’d. 

Yet modeftly the fight he long declin’d ; 

Forbore the torrent of his verfe to pour. 

Nor loos’d his fatire till the needful hour. 

His foiereign’s right, by patience half betray’d, 
Wak’d his avenging genius to his aid. 

Bleft 



VERSES TO DRTDENr. 


Blell: Mufe^ whofe wit with fuch a catife was crown’d,. 
And bleil the caufe that fuch a charapion found ! 

With chofen verfe upon the foe he falls. 

And black fedition in. each quarter galls 
Yet, like a prince wuth fubjecis forc'd t’ engage,. 
Secure of conqueft he rebates his rage ; 

His fury not without diihndlion {beds. 

Hurls mortal bolts, but on devoted heads j 
To lefs-infedied members gentle found. 

Or fpares, or elfe pours balm into the wound* 

Such generous grace th’ ingrateful tribe abufe. 

And trefpafs on the mercy of his Mufe : 

Their wretched doggrel rhymers forth they bringi 
To fnail and bark againf: the poets’ king 5 
A crew, that fcandalize the nation more. 

Than all their treafon-canting pnefls before* 

On thefe he fcarce vouchiafts a feurnful fmile. 

But on their poweiful patrons turns his ftyle 1 
A flyle fo keen, as ev’n from faclion draws 
The vital poifon, ftabs to th' heart their caufe* 

Take then, great Bard, what tribute we can raife; 
Accept our thanks, for you tranfeend our praife. 

N. Tate. 


To 



VERSES TO I>Ryj>EN, 


IS 


TO THE UNKNOWN AUTHOR OF THE MEDALj 
AND OF ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL. 

T hus pious ignorance, with dubious piaife. 
Altars of old to Gods unknown did raife : 

They knew not the lov’d deity; they knew 
Divine eifedls a caufe divine did fhew ; 

Nor can we doubt, when fuch thefe numbers are. 

Such is their caufe, though the worft Mufe fhall dare 
Their facred worth in humble verfe declare. 

As gentle Thames, charm’d with thy tuneful fong. 
Glides ‘in a peaceful inajefty along; 

No rebel ftone, no lofty bank, does brave 
The eafy pafTage of his iilent wave : 

So, facred poet, fo thy numbeis flow. 

Sinewy, yet mild as happy lovers wooe ; 

Strong, yet harmonious too as planets move> 

Yet foft as down upon the wings of love. 

How fweet does virtue in your drefs appear: 

How much more charming, when much Icfs fevere? 
Whilft you our fenfes harmlefsly beguile. 

With all th’ allurements of }Our happy ftile; 

Y’ infinuate loyalty with kind deceit. 

And into fenfe th’ unthinking many cheat. 

So the fweet Thracian with his charming lyre 
Into rude nature virtue did infpire ; 

So he the favage herd to reafon drew. 

Yet fcarce fo fweet, fo charmingly as you. 


O that 
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O that you would, with fome fucli powerful chaim, 
Enervate Albion to juft valour warm I 
Whether much-fuftenng Charles (hall theme afford. 
Or the great deeds of godlike James's fword. 

Again fair Gallia might be ours, again 
Another fleet might pafs the fubjed mam. 

Another Edward lead the Britons on, 

Or fuch an Offory as you did moan ; 

While in fuch numbers you, in fuch a ftrain. 

Inflame their courage, and rewaid their pam* 

Let falfe Achitophel the rout engage. 

Talk eafy Abfaiom to rebel rage ; 

Let frugal Shimci curfe in holy zeal. 

Or modeft Corah more new plots reveal ; 

Whilft conftant to himfelf, fecure of fate. 

Good David ftill maintains the royal ftatc. 

Though each in vain fuch various ills emplo}s, 
Fumly he ftands, and evhi thofe ills enjoys; 

Firm as fair Albion, midft the raging main, 

Surv^ej s incirclmg danger with difdain. 

In vain the waves afiaulc the unmov’d fliore, V 

In vain the winds with mingled fury roar. 

Fair Albion’s beauteous cliffs fhine whiter than before, ^ 
Nor fhalt thou move, though hell thy fall confpire, 
Though the worfe rage of zeal’s fanatic fire ; 

Thou heft, thou greateft of the Bntifli race. 

Thou only fit to fill great Chailes’s place* 

Ah, wretched Britons ! ah, too ftubbom ifle ! 

Ah, ftiff-neck’d Ifrael on bleft Canaan’s foil I 


Arc 
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Are thofe dear proofs of heaven’s indulgence vain, 
Reftoring David and his gentle reign ? 

Is it in vain thou all the goods doft know, 

Aufpicious ftars on mortals fhed below. 

While all thy llreams with milk, thy lands with honey 
flow^ 

No more, fond ifle ! no more thyfelf engage 
In civil fury, and inteUme rage : 

No rebel zeal thy duteous land raoleft, 

Eut a fmooth calm foothe every peaceful breaft. 

While in fuch charming notes divinely lings 
The bell of poets, of the bell of kings. 

J. Adams, 

TOMR. DRYDEN, ONHISRELIGIOLAICI- 

T H O S E Gods the pious ancients did adore. 

They learnt m verfe devoutly to implore. 
Thinking it rude to ufe the common way 
Of tallt, when they did to fuch beings pray. 

Nay, they that taught religion firll, thought fit 
In verfe its facred precepts to tranfmit . 

So Solon too did his firft flatutes draw. 

And e\ ery little Hanza was a law. 

By thefe few precedents we plainly fee 
The primitive defign of poetry ; 

Which, by rellonng to its native ufe. 

You generoully have refcued from abufe, 

Whilll your lov'd Mufe does in fweet numbers fmg, 

.She \ indicates her God, and godlike king. 

VoL. XVJIL C 
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Atheiil, and rebel too, Ihe docs oppofc 
(God and the I ing lia\e alwa}'S the fame foes)* 
Legions of verfc you raife in their defence. 

And write the factious to obedience ; 

You the bold Auaii to aims defy, 

A conqueunj^ champion for llie Deity 
Agaiad the \v higs ant patents, who did dare 
T[o dkfmhciit Cod-Aimiglity s heir. 

And "/vhat tne hot-bitun’d Arian firft began. 

Is earned on by the hociraan, 

V> i'O fall adbciates to keep God a man. 

B’lt as the prii.ce of poets* tafk alone 
'r* adert the rights of God’s and Chailes’s throne. 
Whiift vulgar poets paichafe vulgar fame 
By chauntirg Clilui.3* or Ph)iiis* name, 
Whofe reputation fhall lail as long. 

As fops and ladies f ng the amorous fong. 

A nobler fubjefb wifely they refufe. 

The mighty weight would crulh thcii feeble Muff* 
So, fiory tells, a painter once would try 
With his bold hand to Jimn a deity : 

And he, by frequent pra^lifing that part. 

Could draw a minor-god with wondrous art,. 

But when great Jo\e did to the workman fit. 

The thunderer fuch horror did beget. 

That put t^e frighted artift to a ffand. 

And made his pencil drop from *s baiHcd hand-» 


T 0 
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TO MR, DRYDEN, UPON HIS TRANSLATION OF 
thj, third door of yirgil’s GEORGICKS. 

A P I N D A R I C K ODE. 

BY MR JOHN DENNIS. 

W HILE mounting with expanded v/mgs 

The Mantuan fwan unbounded boa, en explores;^ 
While with feraphic founds he £o\'-ering lings. 

Till to di\ inity he foars : 

Mankind Hands wondering at his flight, 

Charirfd with his muflck, and his height: 

Which both tranfcend our praife. 

Nay Gods incline their ravifh*d ears. 

And tune their own haimomoas fpheres, 

To Ins melodious la) s. 

Thou, Diyden, canfl ins notes recite 
In modern numbers, which exprefs 
Their mufick, and their utmoH might : 

Thou, wondrous pr^et, with fucccfs 
CaiiH emulate his flight. 

U 

Sometimes of humble rural things. 

Thy Mufe, which keeps great M<^io Hill in %hf, 

In middle air with vaned numbers fings ; 

And fometimes her foroxous flight 
To heaien fubliinclY wings. 

But Hril takes time with majefly to rife. 

Then, without pride, dwinely gieat. 

She mounts her native Ikies ; 

And, Goddefs like, retains hei Hate 
When down again Ihe flies, 

C z Com* 
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Commands, which judgment gives, Ihe flill obeys. 
Both to deprefs her flight, and raife. 

Thus Mercury from heaven defeends, 

And to this under world his journey bends. 

When Jove his dread commands has gi\cn: 

But, Ihll, defeendmg, dignity maintains. 

As much a God upon our humble plains. 

As when he, towering, re-afeends to hca\ en# 

III. 

But when thy Goddefs takes her flight. 

With fo much majefty, to fuch a height. 

As can alone fuffice to prove. 

That Ihe defeends from mighty Jove : 

Gods 1 how thy thoughts then rife, and foar, and (hiifel 
Immortal fpirit animates each line ; 

Each with bright flame that fires our fouls is crov/n’d, 
Each has magnificence of found. 

And harmony divine. 

Thus the firft orbs, in their high rounds. 

With Ihining pomp advance ; 

And to their own coeleftial founds 
Majeftically dance. 

On, with eternal fymphony, they roll. 

Each turn'd in its harmonious courfe. 

And each inform'd by the prodigious force 
Of an emp) real foul. 

See a Poem by Duke, in vol. XXV. of this colle^iofl. 


DRY 
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D R Y D E N ’ S 
ORIGINAL POEMS. 

UPON THE DEATH OF LORD HASTINGS. 

M ust noble Haftings immaturely die. 

The honour of his ancient family. 

Beauty and learning thus together meet, 

T*o bring a winding foi a wedding flieet ^ 

Mufl virtue prove death's haibinger ? muft {he. 

With him expiring, feel mortality ? 

Is death, fm's wages, grace's now lhall art 
Make us more learned, only to depait ? 

If merit be difeafe; if virtue death; 

To be good, not to be , who 'd then bequeath 
Himfelf to difcipiine^ who 'd not efteem 
Labour a crime ? iludy felf-murthcr deem ? 

Our noble youth now have pictence to be 
Dunces fecurelv, ignorant healthfully. 

Rare lingUift, w^hofe worth {peaks itfelf, whofe praife. 
Though not his own, all tongues behdes do raife . 
Than whom great Ale> andcr may feem lefs ; 

Who conquer'd men, but not their languages. 

In his mouth nations fpake; his tongue might be 
Interpreter to Greece, France, Italy* 

C 3 
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His native foil was the foui paits o' tin* earth. 

All Euiope was too narrow- for his biith, 

A young apoHle ; and with xevcrence rr ay 
I fpeak It, infpii'd with gift of tongues, as they. 
Nature gave him a child, what men in \axn 
Oft ftrne, by art though further'd, to obtain. 

His body was an orb, his fubliine foul 
Did move on virtue s, and on learning's j ole ; 
Whofe regular motions better to our \ lew. 

Than Archimedes’ fpheie, the heavens did fhew. 
Graces and virtues, languages and aits. 

Beauty and learning, fill'd up all the parts. 

Heaven's gifts, which do ii< falling liars appear 
Scatter'd in others . all, as in their fphcrc. 

Were fix'd, conglobate in his foul , and thence 
Shone through his body, with fvvect influence : 
Letting their glories fo on each limb fall, 

The whole frame render'd was cclefiial. 

Come, learned Ptolemy, and trial make, 

If thou this hero's altitude canll take : 

But that tranfeends thy Ik ill , thni-o flippy all. 
Could we but prove thus agronomical. 

Liv'd Tycho now, ftruck with this ray which fnone 
More bright i' th' morr', than others beam at nooth, 
He 'd take his aftrolabe, and feck out heie 
What new fl:ar 'twas did gild our hcmifpheie. 
Replenifh’d then 'with fuch rare gift& as thefe, 
Where was room left for fuch a foul dxfcafe 
The ftatm^n's fin hath drawn that veil which fhrouds 
Our day-fpring in fo fad benighting clouds. 
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DRYBEN*S POEMS* 


Heaven would no longer tnift its pledge ; But thus 
Recaird it ; rapt its Ganymede from us. 

Was there no milder way but the fmall-pox. 

The very fiithinefs of Pandora’s box ? 

So many fpots, like nas\cs on Venus’ foil, 

One jewel fct olF with fo many a foil , 

Biiilersw ith pride fwcird,which through ’sHefli didfprou* 
Like rofe-buds, ftuck i’ th’ lily £kin about. 

Each little pimple had a tear m it. 

To wail the fault its rifing did commit . 

Which, icbel-Iike, with its own lord atftrAfe, 

Thus irade an infurrcclion ’gainfl his life. 

Or ivcie tnefe gems fent to adoin his fkiii, 

The^cab’net of a licber foul within 
No comet need fuietel his change drew on» 

Whofe corps might feem a conftellatioa. 

O * had he dy'd of old, how great a ftrife 
Had been, who fiom his death fhould draw then lifc^ 
Vv ho fhould, b> one iich draught, become whate’ci 
Seneca, Cato, Numa, Casfar, weie? 

J.earn’d, virtuous pious, great, and ha\e by tl-is 
An univerfal metenipfychoiis. 

Mu'l all thefe aged fires in one funeral 
Expiie ^ all die in one fo young, fo fmall ? 

Who, had he liv’d his life out, his gieat lame 
Had fwol’n ’hove anv Greek or Roman name, 
l^at hafly winter, with one bbft, hath brought 
Inc hopes of autumn, fummer, fpring, to nouglit* 
Thus fades the oak i th’ fprig, I’th’ blade the corn ; 
Thus without young, this Phoenix ditb, new-born, 
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Muft then old three-Ieog'd grey-beards \^ith their gout, 
Catarrhs, rheums, aches. In c three long ages out ? 
Time’s oiFals, only fit foi th’ hofpital I 
Or to hang antiquaries rooms withal I 
Mull drunkards, lechers, fpent with finning, live 
With fuch helps as broths, pofTets, ph)fic give > 
None li\ e, but fuch as fhould die ? fhall w e meet 
With none but ghoflly fathers in the f^reet ? 

Giief makes rae rail, forrow will force its way* 
And fhovvcis of tears tempeftuous figbs lx*ft lav. 

The tongue may fail; but overflowing eyes 
Will weep out lading ffieams of elegies. 

But thou, O virgin-widow, left alone, 

Now thy beloved, hcavcn-ravifh’d fpoufe is gone, 
Whofe fkiiful fire in vain ftrovc to apply 
Med’cines, when thy balm was no remcdy> 

With greater than platonic love, O wed 
ills foul, though not his body, to thy bed : 

Let that make thee a mother ^ bring thou forth 
Th’ ideas of his virtue, knowledge, worth; 
Tranfcribe th’ original in new copies ; guc 
Mailings o’th’ better part ; fo fhall he live 
In’s nobler half ; and the great grandfire be 
Of an heroic divine progeny : 

An iffue, which t’ eternity fhall lafl. 

Yet but ih’ irradiations w’hich he call, 

Ercft no maufoleums : fox his bcfl 
Monument is his fpouL’s n arbic brcafl^ 
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HEROIC STANZAS ON THE DEATH OF 

OLIVER CROMWELL^ 

WRITTEN AFTER HIS FUNERAL* 

I. 

* A ND now ’tis time; for their officious Iiafte, 

XX. Who would before have borne him to the 
Like eager Romans, ere all rites were pafi:. 

Did let too foon the facred eagle fly. 

II. 

Though our befl notes are treafon to his fame, 

^JoiriM with the loud applaufe of public voice; 

Since heaven, what praife we offer to his name^ 

Hath render’d too authentic by its choice. 

III. 

Though in his praife no aits can liberal be. 

Since they, whofe Mules have the higheft flown. 
Add not to his immortal memory. 

But do an adl of friendfhip to their own : 

IV. 

Yet ’tis our duty, and our inteieft too. 

Such monuments as we can build to raife ; 

LeH all the world prevent wdiat we fhould do. 

And claim a title in him by their praife. 

V. 

How fhall I then begin or where conclude. 

To draw a fame fo truly circular , 

For m a lound what order can be fhew'd. 

Where all the parts fo equal perfect are ? 


VI. Hh 



a6 B K y D E K ’ S POEMS. 

VI. 

His grandeur he deriv’d fioin heaven alone; 

For he was great ere fortune made him fo ; 

And wars, like mills that nfe againfl the fnn. 

Made him but gicater feein, not gieatci grow^ 

vn. 

No borrow’d bavs hi» temples did adoin. 

But to our crown lie did frefh ynels bring; 

Nor was lus virtue poifon’d foon a-^ bom, 

With the too caiiy thoughts of being ling, 

VIIL 

Fortune, that cafy miihefs to the }oung, 

But to her ancient f^vanta coy and hard. 

Him at that age hei lav ouiites rank’d among, 

When fhe her befl-lov ’d Pompe) did difcaid. 

;x. 

He priv'ate mail’d the faults of others’ fvvay, 

And fet as fea-maiks lor Mmfelf to ftun : 

Not liVe ralh monarch'-, v. iio their } outh betray 
By ads their age too late would wifli undone* 

X. 

And yet dominion was not his defign ; 

Wc owe that blelTing, not to him, but heaven, 

Which to fair afts unfought icwards did join , 
Rewards, that lefs to him than us were given* 

XL 

Our former chiefs, like llicklers of the war, 

Firfl: fought t’ inflame the parties, then to ppife : 

The quarrel lov’d, but did the caufe abhor, 

And did not ftnke to hurt, but make a noife. 

XIL War, 
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XII. 

"War, our confi mption, was their gainful trade : 

We inward bled, whilft they prolong'd our pain ; 

He fought to end oai fighting, and cfiay’d 
To ftaunch the blood by breathing of the vein* 

XIII. 

Swift and refifilefs through the land he pail. 

Like that bold Greek who did the Eafl fubdue. 

And iuade to battles fiich heroic hallc. 

As if on wings of vidory he fiew. 

XIV. 

He fought fecure of foitune as of fame, 

Stjli by new maps the ifland might be ihewn. 

Of conqueils, which he ilrew'd where-e'er he came^ 
Thick as the galaxy with ilars is fown. 

XV. 

His palms, though under weights they did not Hand, 
Still thrii 'd , no winter coalu his laurels fade 1 

Heaven in his portrait Ihew’d a workman's hand, 
And'drew^ it perfedl, yet without a fhadc. 

XVI. 

Peace w as the prize of all his toil and care. 

Which war had baniih'd, and did now rcilore: 

Bologna's trails thus mnurted in the air, 

To feat themfeLes more furely than befoie. 

XVil. 

Her fafety refcu‘'d Ireland to him owes 5 

And treacherous Scotland to no intereil true. 

Yet bieil that fate which did Ins aims difpofe 
Her land to civilize, as to fubdue. 


XVIIL Nor 
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Nor was he like thofe ftars \\ hicli only Ihine, 

When to pale mariners they florms portend ; 

He had his calmer influence, and his mien 
Did love and majefty together blend. 

XIX. 

’Tis true, his count*na»"cc did imprint an auc; 

And naturally all fouls to hts did bow. 

As wands of divination dov-nv\ard draw. 

And point to beds where foveieign gold doth 

XX. 

When paft all offerings to Fcretrian Jove, 

He Mars depos’d, and arms to gowns n-'ade yield; 
SuGcefsful councils did him foon appro\ e 
As fit for clofc intugucs, as open fielvi. 

XXJ. 

To fuppliant Holland he vouchfaf'd a peace, 

Our once bold rival of the Bntifh mam. 

Now tamely glad her unjuft claim to ccafe. 

And buy our friendfbip w ith her idol, gam. 

XXlL 

Fame of th* afferted fca through Europe blown, 

Klade France and Spain ambitious of his love ; 
Each knew that fide inufi conquer he would own ; 
And for him ^erccly, as for empire, fiiove. 

XXIII. 

No fooner was the Ficnchman’s caufc emlirac’d, 

Than the light Monfieur ihe gra' e Don ouc-weigh’d: 
His fortune turn’d the fcalc whcic’er ’twas call; 
Though Indian mines were in the other lauL 

XXIV. When 
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XXIV. 

When abfent, yet we conquer'd in his right : 

For though fome meaner artift's Ikill were Ihown 

In mingling colours, or in placing light , 

Yet ftill the fair defignment was his own. 

XXV. 

For from all tempers he could fervice draw ; 

The worth of each, with its alloy, he knew-. 

And, as the confident of nature, faw 
How flie complexions did divide and brew* 

XXVI. 

Or he their fingle virtues did furvey, 

ByTntuition in his own large breaft. 

Where all the rich ideas of them lay. 

That were the rule and meafure to the rejfi. 

xxvii. 

W'hen fuch heroic virtue heaven lets out. 

The ftars, like commons, fullenly obey ; 

Becaufe it drains them when it comes about. 

And therefore is a tax they feldom pay. 

XXVIII. 

From this high Ijpnng our foreign conquefis How, 
Which yet more glorious triumphs do poitend ; 

Since -their commencement to his arms they owe. 

If fprings as high as fountains may afcend. 

XXIX. 

He made us free-men of the continent. 

Whom nature did like captives treat before ; 

To nobler preys the Englifh lion font. 

And taught him firfi: m Belgian walks to roar. 

XXX, That 
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That old unqucflionM pirate of the land. 

Proud Rome v itli dicad the fate of Dunkak heard ^ 

\nd trembling wJL d behind more Alps to itand. 
Although an Aiei^anaL^ were her gi-aid. 

XXXI. 

B;/ his command wc boldly the hue. 

And bra'i'cly fought nhcic fou^h in ftars aiife, 

VVe trac’d the far-fetch’d g.^ld unt^ the mine. 

And that which brib’d our fatheic made our pruc». 

XXXII. 

Such was our pilnce , yet o\vu'd a fou^ aho\c 
The highcil afls it could p.odace to fho\\ ; 

Thus poor mechanic aits in public move, 

Wluld the deep fecrcts bc}Oiid piatflice go. 

XXXI3I. 

Nor dy’d he when his ebbing fame went lef^j 
But when frcih laaiels courted him to L\e 

lie feem’d but to prt\ ent fomc new fucetTs, 

As if above wnat triumphs earth could give. 

XXXlV. 

PIis lateft viiflones dill thichcd came. 

As, neai the center, motion doth incrtall , 

Till he, prefs’d down by his own weighty name^ 

Did, like the vedal, under fpoils dcceafc. 

XXXV. 

But firft the ocean as a tubule fent 

The giant prirme of all her w^atcry herd ; 

And th’ ifle, when her prote<fting genius went. 

Upon ins obleqaies loud fighs couieu’d, 

XXXVI. No 
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No civil bioils ha^^e fince his death arofe^ 

But fachoa now by habit does obey ; 

And wais have that rcfped for his repofe. 

As winds for halcyons when they breed at fea^ 

XXX VIL 

Ills afnes in a peaceful urn fhall refr^* 

PIis name a great example Hands, to fliow 
Hvow Hrangely high endeaiours may be bleil. 

Where piety and vaioui jointly go, 

ASTRiEA REDUX. 

, I>OtI\r ON THE HAPPY RESTORATION A HD 
RETURN OF HIS SACRFD MAJESTY CHARLES 

1 66c. 

Jam icdit & virgo, redeunt Satumia regna/* Viro* 

The lajl g}eat age foretold hy facie d /himes 
Reac'uus ids fiajh^'d courfe • Satinn*j/i times 
Roll / QMid agam* 

N OW with a general peace the world was blefl^ 
While our’s, a world divided fiom the reft, 

A dreadful quiet felt, and werfer far 
Than arms, a fallen inteival of war : 

^riius when black clouds draw down the labouring ILies^, 
Ere yet abroad the winged thunder flies. 

An hoi rid ftillnefs firft invades the ear, 

Aitq in that filence we the tempefl feai. 

Th" amb*tious Swede, like reftlefs billows toft. 

On this hand gaming what on that he loH, 

Though 
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Though in his life he blood and ruin bieath'd. 

To his now guidelefs kingdom peace bequeath’d. 

And heaven, that feem’d regardlefs of our fate. 

For France and Spain did miracles create ; 

Such moital quarrels to compofe in peace 
As nature bred, and intereft did increafe. 

We figh’d to hear the fair Iberian bride 
Muft grow a lily to the lily’s fide, 

Willie our crofs ftars deny’d us Charles’s bed. 

Whom our firft flames and virgin love did wed. 

For his long abfence church and Hate did groan ; 
Madnefs the pulpit, fadion feiz’d the throne : 
Experienc’d age in deep delpair was loft. 

To fee the rebel thrive, the loyal croft : 

Youth that with joys had unacquainted been, 

Env]^’d grey hairs that once good daj'S had feen ; 

We thought our fires, not with their own content. 
Had ere we came to age our portion fpent. 

Nor could our nobles hope their bold attempt 
Who ruin’d crowns would coronets exempt ; 

For when by their defigning leaders taught 
To ftrike at power which for themfelves they fought, 
l^he vulgar, gull’d into rebellion, arm’d ; 

Their blood to adion by the prize was warm’d. 

The facred purple then and fcarlet gowm. 

Like fanguine dye, to elephants was fiiewn* 

Thus when the bold Typhosus fcal’d the iky. 

And forc’d great Jove from his own heaven to fly, 
^What king, what crown, from treafon’s reach is free^ 
If Jove and heaven can violated bc?J 


The 
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The leflcr gods, that fhar’d his profpcrous flate. 

Ail fufFer’d in the exiFd Thunderer’s fate. 

The rabble now fuch freedom did enjoy. 

As winds at fea, that ufe it to deftroy , 

Blind as the Cyclop, and as wild as he, 

T^'ey own’d a lawiefs fa’ age liberty. 

Like that our painted anceilors fo pruM, 

Ere empire’s arts their breaiis 1 ad Cx\ iliz’d* 

How great were then oar Charles’s wots, who thu^ 
hV as forc’d to fu5er for hi-mLll and us * 

He, tofb’d by fate, and hurr} ’d up and down, 

Heu to his father’s forrovts, witii Ins ciov^n. 

Could talle no fw’eets of youth’s deiir’d ?ge , 

But found his life too true a pilgrimage. 

IFnconquer’d yet in that forlorn edate, 

His manly courage overcame his late. 

His wounds he took, like Romans, on Ins breafl. 
Which by his \irtue were with laurels drell:. 

As fouls reach hea\ en while yet m bodies pent. 

So did he live above his banijhment. 

That fun, which we beheld with cozen'd eyes 
Within the water, mov’d along the Ikies. 

Hew eafy ’t^s, when deftiny proves kind. 

With full-fpread fails to run before the wind ! 

But thofe that ’gamft ftiiF gales laveering go, 

Muft be at once refolv’d and Ikiilal too. 

He would not, like foft Otho, hope preient, 

But and fufier'dfoitane to repent. 

T hefe virtues Galba in a ilranger fought. 

And Pifo to adopted empire brought. 

VoL. XV III, £) How 
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ilow fhali I then my doubtful thoughts exprefs, 

That mull his fulFerings both regret and blcfs ? 

For when his early 'valour Heav cn ^ad cioft; 

And ail at WorcMler but the hoeo .r loil ; 

Forc'd into exxle from his rightful ibione, 

He made all countries wh^re he came his own 5 
And, 'Viewing monarchs' feciet arts of fway, 

A roj al fa<ftor for Ins kingdoms Iny, 

Thus bamlh’d David fpent abioad his time. 

When to be God's anointed was his ciime ; 

.\nd when leftor’cl, made his proud neighbours rue 
Thofe choice remarls he from his travels drew. 

Nor IS he only by afhic^ions (hown 
To conquer other realms, but rule his own : 
Recovei mg hardly what he loii: befoie, 

His right endears it much ; his puichafe more# 
Inur'd to fufFer ere he came to reign. 

No rafh proccdiue will his ai^fions ftain t 
To bufinefs ripen’d by d^cflive thought. 

His futuie rule is into method brought : 

As they, v/ho firft proportion underftand. 

With eafy pra<ftice reach a maflei's hand. 

Well might the ancient poets then confer 
On night the honoui’d name of Counfeller, 

Since, Uruckwith rays of piofperoiis foitune blind# 
We light alone in dark afHiQions find. 

In fucli advexfities to feepters tiam’d, 

The name of Gicat his famous grandfire gain'd : 

V» yet a king alone in name and right. 

With hunger, cold, and angry Jove did fight ; 
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Shock’d hy a covenanting league’s vafl powers^ 

As holy and as catholic as our’s . 

^Till fortune’s fruitlefs fpite had made it kno^vn. 

Her blows not (hook but riveted his throne. 

Some lazy ages, loft in ileep and cafe. 

No adion lea’ve to bufy chronicles . 

Such, whofe fupine felicity but makes 
In ftorv chafms, in epocha mlftakes , 

O’er whom I'lme gently fnakes his wings of do%vn^ 
’Till with his filent fickle they arc mow lu 
Such is not Charles's too too adthe age. 

Which, govern’d by the wild diftempei’d lage 
Of feme black flar iufe<fi:ing all the 
Made him at his o\vn coft like Adam wife. 

Tremble }e nations, which fecure before, 

Laugh’d at tliofe aims that 'gainft ouifehcs w c brre; 
Kouz'd by the hfh of his own ftnbborn 
Our lion no ^ will foreign foes aliaik 
With alga w^ho the facred altar ftiews ? 

To all the fea gods Charles an ofTenng ovves; 

A buH to thee, Purtunus, ^]^aIi be ilain, 

A Iamb to yen, ye tenipefts of the mam : 

For thofe loijcl florms that did againft him roar. 

Have caft his fhipw leck’d \edcl on the flinrs. 

Yet as wife am Is mix their colouis fo. 

That by degrees they from each other go ; 

Elack ileal: unheeded from the neighbouring uhite^ 
Without oltcndmg the wcll*co/en'd light . 

So on us iloldour blefled change, while we 
1 h’ efteft did fedj but fcaice the manner fee, 
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Fiofls that conlliain the ground, and birth den/ 

To floweis that in its womb expecting Lc, 

Do feldom their ufniping power withdraw. 

But raging floods purfiie their hafly thaw. 

Our thaw was mild, the cold not chas'd away. 

But loil in kindly heat of lengthen’d day. 

HtavLU V ould no bargain for ita bleflings dri\e. 

But what we could not pay for, freely give. 

The Prince of peace would like himfelf confer 
A gift unhop’d, without the price of war . 

Yet, as he knew his bkfTing’s worth, took caie. 

That we fhould know it by repeated pra)er , 

Whicl ftorm’dt’ e fkies, and ravifli’cCLailes from thence, 
As heat on itfeif is took by violence. 

Booth’s forw’ard valour only ferv’d to fhow, 

He duiil that duty pay we all did owe ; 

Th’ attempt was fair , but heaven’s prefixed hour 
Not come fo, like the v\atcLful tra/eller 
That by the nivion’s milcaken light did rife. 

Lay down again, and clos’d his weaiy eyes. 

^Twas Monk, whom Proiidcnce defign’d to loofe 
Thofe real bonds falfe freedom did impofc. 

The bleiTed faints, that watch’d this Unnxng fccne. 
Did from their fars W'lth joviul wonder lean, 

1 o fee fmall clues draw vallcil weights along. 

Not in their bulk but in their order ftronff. 

o 

Thus pencils can by one flight touch rdlore 
Smiles to that changed face tl at w ept before. 

"With faJi fuch fond chimacras we purfue. 

As fancy fiames for fancy to fubdue . 


But 
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But when ourfelves to adion we betake. 

It Tnuns thj mint like gold that chcrrnfts make. 

How haid was then his talk ’ at once to be 
Vvlfiat in the body naturally wo fee > 

Mail’s aichit'-ct dxRindly did ordain 

The charge of mufclcs, nerves, and of the brain, 

Through ^ levvlcfs conduits fpirits to difpenfe , 

The fpringb of motion from the feat of fenfe. 
*Twasnot the hally prodiidt of a day. 

But the wtil ripen’d fruit of wife delay. 

He, like a patient angler, ere he flrook. 

Would let him play a while upon the hook. 

Our healthful food the flomach labours thus 
At firll embracing w'bat it flraight doth crufh. 

Wife leaches •'^'nli not vain leceipts obtiude. 

While growing pains pronource the humours crude ; 
Deaf to conplai its they wait upon the ill. 

Till feme fife crifs aathoiize their fkdl. 

Nor could his ads too clofe a vizard wear, 

^To ’fc?pe their eyes whom gudt had taught to fear^, 
And guard vtith caution that poduted neft. 

Whence Legion twice before r as oifpofieft , 

Once facred houfe, which when the}- enter'd in. 

They thought the place could fandify a fin , 

Like thofe that \ainly hop’d kind hea\en would wmk,, 
'Vv hile to e\cefs on mart}Ts’ tombs they drink. 

And as dev outer Turks firfl wan then fouls 
To part, before they tafte forbidden bowls : 

thefe, wiicn then black crimes they went about,, 
Tiril timely cliaim’d their ufdefs confcience out, 

D 3 Re- 
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ReHgion’s name againfl itfelf >vas m^de ; 

The fhadow fervid the fubftance to invade ; 

Like zealous iniffions, they did care pretend 
Of fouls in fhew, but made the gold their end, 

Th’ incenfed powers beheld with fcorn from high 
And heaven fo far diflant from the Iky, 

Which durlr, with horfes hoofs that beat the ground. 
And martial brafs, bely the thunder’s found. 

^Twas hence at length juft vengeance thought it fit 
To fpeed their ruin by their impious wit. 

Thus Sforza, curs’d with a too fertile brain. 

Loft by his wiles the power his wit did gain. 
Henceforth their fongiie muft fpend at lefter rate. 
Than in its fames to wrap a nation’s fate. 

Suffer’d to live, they are like Helots fet, 

A virtuous fhame within us to beget. 

For by example moft we fmn’d before, 
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AiHifled Holland to his farev^ell bring 
True, forrow, Holland to regiet a king ! 

While waiting him his loyal fleet did ride. 

And willing winds to their lowei’d fails deny’^i. 

The wpvcring ftreamers, flags, and flandards out, 
The merry fcamen’s rude but chearful fhout ; 

And iafl the cannons voice that fliook the Ikies, 

And, as it faics in fiidden ccftafics. 

At (jncc bereft us both of ears and eyes. 

Tiie Nafeby, now no longer England’s fliame. 

But better to be loft in Charles’s name, 

(Like fome unequal bride in nobler fheets} 

T<ecei\ cs her lord : the jo\ ful London meets 
'i'he pimcely York, himfdf alone a freight ; 

The Svift-furc groans beneath great Glofter’s weight s 
Secure as when the halcyon breeds, with thefe, 

He that was born to cIiov\n might crofs the feas. 

Hea^ en could not own a Pro\ idence, and take 
7 he wealth three nations ventur’d ?t a flake. 

The fame indulgence Charles’s voj age blefs’d, 

%^’hich in his right had miracles confefs’d. 

The w inds tliat never moderation knew. 

All aid to blow too much, too faintly blew; 

Or, out of bieath with joy, could not enlarge 
Then ftraighten'd lungs, or confeious of their charge. 
The Biitifli Amplij trite, fmooth and clear. 

In richer azure never did appear * 

Proud her retaining prince to entertain 
%\bth the fubiiiitted fafccs of the main, 

D 4 
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AND welcome now, great monarch, to your 6wn j 
15ehoId th^ approaching clifts of Albion • 

It IS no longer motion cheats your view. 

As )ou meet it, the land approacheth } 0 u. 

The land returns, and, in the white it wears. 

The marks of penitence and fonow beais. 
ilut you, whofe goodnefs your descent doth ll"'ew. 
Your litavenly paientage and earthly too, 

By that fame mildncfs, which youi father’s crcvin 
jBefcre did la^'ilh, ihall fccure your owm. 

Not tied to rules of policy, jou fnd 
Bevenge Icfs f.vcct than a lorgiving mind. 

Thus, when th’ Almighty w(;uld to Mofes give 
A fight of all he could behold and live, 

A voice before h^s entr} did proclaim 
Long-fuiFenng, goodnefs, mercy, in lis name. 

Your power to juitice doth fubmit )our caufe. 

Your goodnefs only is above the laws; 

’vYhofe ng’d letter, while pronounc’d by you. 

Is fofter V ade. bo winds that tempello biew , 

When ihiough Arabian grov es they ta^e thca fiighl. 
Made wanton with rich odours, iufe their Ipite. 

And as thofe Ices, that trouble it, refine 
'llic agitated foul of generous wine . 

$0 tears of joy, for your returning, fpilt ; 

Woik out, and expiate oar former guiit. 

Methml s I fee thofe crouds on Dover’s f rand. 

Who, in their halfe to welcome }'Cu to land. 

Chok’d up the beach v/ith then fall gi owing fioie. 
And made a w Jdcr toricnt on the iborc , 
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While, fpurr'd with eager thoughts of pad delight^ 
Thofe, who had feen you, court a fecond fight ; 
Pieventing ftiH youi fieps, and making halle 
To meet >ou otten wherefoe’r you paft. 

How fnall I fpeak of that tiiurrphaiit day, 

VVIyM }cu renev/a th’ expiring pomp of May! 

(A month that owns an mtcreH m }oai nime . 

You and the flowers are its peculiar claim.) 

That ftar, that at your birth flione out fo biighti 
It flam’d the duller fun’s meridian light. 

Did once again its potent files renew. 

Guiding our eyes to find and vvorfliip you. 

And now Time’s whiter ferics is begun. 

Which in loft centunes fliall fmoothiy run : 

"j hofe clouds, that o^eicaft your mom, fliall 
Difpell’d to fartheft comers of the Iky. 

Our nation with united interefl blefl. 

Not now content to poi/e, fliall fway the lefl. 

Abroad your empire fnall no limits know, 

Eutj like the fea, in boundlefs circles flovv% 

'Your mjch-iov’d fleet fhall, with a wide command, 
Beficge the petty monarchs of the land : 

And as old Time his offspring fwallovv’d down. 

Our ocean in its depths all feas fhall drown. 

Their vvealthy trade from pxi arcs’ lapine frce» 

Our mci chants fhall no moic adventurers be r 
Nor in the faithefl Eafl thofe dangers fear. 

Which humble Holland mufl diffemble here. 

Spam CO ^ our gift alone hci Indies owes , 

Fct what the powerful takes not he beflows ; 

And 
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And France, that did an exile's piefence fear. 

May juftly apprehend you ftill too near. 

At home the hateful names of paities ccafe. 

And fadxous fouls are wearied into peace. 

The difcontented now aie only the; , 

Whofe crimes bcfoie did > our juft caufc betray: 

Of rhofe } our edicts fome reclaim from fin. 

But moft your life and bleft e> ample u in. 

Oh happy prince, i%hom hea\en irh taught the \uy 
By pa) mg i ow b to hai e more vo\i s to pay ^ 

Oh happy age ^ Oh times like thofe alone. 

By fate referv’d for great Auguftus’ throi e ^ 

When the joint growth of a^'nis and art-, foic'hrw 
The w'orld a monarch, and tliac monarch }ou. 

TO HIS SACRED M A J F S T Y. 

A PANEGIRIC ON HIS COROW^'ION. 

I N that wild deluge where the world was drown d. 
When life and fin one common tomb had icund. 
The £rft fmali profpe^ of a riling hill 
With \arious notes of jov the ark did dll : 

Yet when that flood in its own deptU was diownV, 
It left behind it falfe and flippeij^ ground , 

And the more folemn pomp was ftill dcferrVl, 

Till ne\v’-born nature in frefli looks appear'd. 

Thus, royal fir, to fee you landed here, 

Was caufe enough of triumph for a } ear ; 

Nor would your care thofe glorious joy s repeat. 

Till they at once might be fccuie and great . 


Ill) 
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Till yoar kind beams, by tlieir continued flay. 

Had warm'd the ground, arjcl call'd the damps away. 
Such vapours, while jour powerful influence dries. 
Then foonelt vanifh when they LIghefl: rife. 

Had greater hade thefe facred rites prepar'd. 

Some guilt}^ months bad in ) our tnumphs fhar'd ; 

But this untainted year is all your own ; 

Your glories nay without our criints he fhown^ 

We had not yet exhaufled all our uore. 

When you refrefh'd our joj $ by adding njQre : 

As heaven, of old, difpeiic d cekftial dew. 

You ga\e vs manna, and ihU give u$ new. 

Now our fad ruins aic remov'd from fight. 

The feafon too comes fraught w xth new delight ; 

Time feems not now beneath his years to ftoop. 

Nor do his wh v»idi ficklv ftadiprs dxoop : 

Soft weflern w aids w o’er the gaudy^ 

And open’d fccncs of flowers and bJofioms brings 
To giace this happy da^', while you appear. 

Not king of us alone, but of the year. 

*AlJ eves you diaw, and w ith the ey es the heart ; 

Of your n pomp y ourfdf the gieatefi: part : 

Loud fhoiits the nation's happinefs proclaim. 

And heaven this day is feafted with your narojer 
Your cavalcade the fair fpe(flators view. 

From their high fiandmgs, yet look up to y ou. 

From your brave train each fingles out a prey. 

And longs to date a conquefi from your day. 

Now charg’d with bleflings while you feek repofir> 
Officious flumbers hafe your eyes tp cjofe; 


And 
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And glorious dreams i^and ready to reftore ' 

Tlie pleafing fiiapes of ali you faw before. 

Next to the facrcd temple you are led. 

Where waits a crown fcr ) our more facrcd head:. 
Plow juftly from foe ehurc’^ tliat crotvn is due, 
Prcferv’d from ruin, and icflorid by you! 

The grateful choir tleir harmony employ. 

Not to make greater, but more fdemn joy. 

Wrapt foft and warm your name is fent on high, 

As flames do on the wings of incenfe Hy : 

Mufic lierfelf is loft, in vain fhe brings 
Her cboiceft notes to praife the beft of kings : 

Her melting ft rains in you a tomb ha\e found, 

And lie like bees in their own fweetnefs drownki*, 
He that brought peace, all difeord could atone. 

His name is mufic of itfclf alone. 

Now while the facred oil anoints your head. 

And fragrant feents, begun from you, are fpread 
Through the large dome ; the people's joyful found,. 
Sent back, is ftill preferv'd in hallow'd ground; 
W'hich in one blcfting mix'd defeends on you ; 

As heighten'd fpirits fall in richer dew. 

Not that our wilhes do inercafe your ftore. 

Full of yourfelf you can admit no more: ' 

We add not to your glory, but employ 
Our time, like angels, in cxpreftlng joy.. 

Nor is it duty, or our hopes alone,. 

Create that joy, but full fruition 

know thofe bleftings which we muft poiref3>.* 

And judge of future by paft happinefs. 


No 



D R Y D E N’S P O E M 


4S 


No promife can obLge a prince fo much 
Still to be good, as long to have been fuch* 

A noble emulation heats your brcafl. 

And your own fame now robs you of your 
Good actions dill mufl be mainlin’d with good* 

As bodies nourifh’d with refembhrg food* 

You ha\e already quench’d fed^tion's brand; 

And zeal, w hich burnt it, onl} 'waims the land* 

The jealous feCls, that dare not trull thexr caufe 
So far from their oun i^ill as to the kv/s. 

You for then umpire and their fynod tal^e. 

And their yppeal alone to Ctekr make. 

Kind hca'ven fo rare a temper did provide. 

That guilt repenting might in it confide. 

Among our crimes obIi\ ion may be fet : 

But ^tis our king’s perfedion to forget. 

Viitues unknown to thefe rough northern climes 
Prom milder heavcxis )ou bring \vithout tiieir crimeSo 
Your calmnefs does no after-florms provide. 

Nor feeming patience mortal axiger hide. 

.When empire firfl: from families did fpring* 

Then every father govern’d as a king : 

But you, that are a fovereign piince, allay 
Imperial power with your paternal fway. 

From thofe great cares when eafe your foul unbends. 
Your pleafures are defign’d to noble ends ? 

Born to command the miilrefs of the feas. 

Your thoughts themfelves in that blue empire pleaie* 
Hither in fummer evenings you repair 
To taHe the fratiheur of the purer air : 

Ua* 
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Undaunted here you rkic>. when winter raves,, 

With Cajfar'a heart that rofe above the waves* 

More I could but fear mv nu i bers ftaysj, 

No loyal fubjed dares that courage praife* 

In flately frigates moil delight vou lind, 

W^here wdl-dravrn battles hre your inind, 

V/hat to your cares weo/*e, is learnt Ironi hcricc„ 
When ev’^n your picafures ferre for our defence* 
Eeyond your court ilows in th’’ aJiritttd tide. 

Where in new depths the wondering Hihes glide : 
Here in a rov'al bed the waters fleep f 
When, tir'd at fca, within this bay they creep*. 
Here the raiilrudfal fowl no harm fufpeds. 

So fafe are all things vhicb our king protects* 

From your lov^d Thamec a bieffing yet is due. 
Second alone to that it brought in you ; 

A queeii, near wdiofe challe wo.* J”). ordain'd by fate,' 
THe fouls of kings unborn for bodies wait. 

It was your love before made difeord ceafe : 

Your love is deflin'd to your country's peace. 

Both IndieSi rivals in your bed, provide 
With gold or jewels to adorn your bride* 

This to a mighty king prefents rich ore. 

While that with incenfc does a god implore* 

Two kingdoms w^ait your doom, and, as you choofe. 
This muft receive a crown, or that mail: lofe. 

Thus from your royal oak, like Jove's of old. 

Are anfwers fought, and defdnics foretold : 
Propitious oracles are begg'd with v'ows, 

And crowns that grow upon the fatred* boughs* 



BRYDEN’S POEMS. 


47 


Your fubjefls, \\bile you weigh the nation's fate> 
Sufpend to both their doubtful love or hate * 
Chufe only, fir, that fo they may pofiefs 
With their own peace their children's happinefs. 


TO THE LORD CHANCELLOR HYDE, 

PRESENTED ON NEW-YEAr's BAY,. iSSz* 

my l or D> 

W HILE flattering crouds ofHcioufly appear 

To gi\ e themfclves, not you, an happy year j 
And by the greatnefs of their piefents pro\c 
How much they hope, but not how well they lo\ej 
The Mufes, who your early courtfhip boafi. 

Though now our flames are with their beauty lofi> 
Yet watch their time, that, if you have forgot 
'Fhey were your mifirefies, die world may not : 
Decay'd by time and wars, they only prove 
Their former beauty by your former love , 

'And now piefent, as ancient ladies do. 

That courted long, at length arc forc'd to woo. 

For fiill they look on you with fuch kind eyes. 

As thofe that fee the church's fovereign rife; 

From their own order thofe, in v^hofe high fiate. 
They think themfeives the fecond choice of fate. 

V/hen our great monarch into exile went, 

W It and religion fufier'd banifhment. 

Thus crnce, when Troy was \v rap'd in fire and fmokc. 
The hclplefs gods thejr burning ftirines forfook , 

They 
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They with the vanqoifli'd prince and party go. 
And Ica^^e their temples empty to the foe. 

At length the Mafes Hand, rdinr'd again 
To iliat great charge which nature did ordain; 
And their iov*d Druids fecm reviv’d by fate. 
While you dir|x:nfe the laws, and guide the Hate, 
The nation’s foal, our monarcli, do^s difpenfe, 
Through you, to us, his vital inHuence; 

You are the channel, w’herc tiiofe fpirits How, 
And work them higher, as to us tlicy go. 

In open profped nothing bounds ourt^ye, 
Untill the earth fcems join’d unto the Iky ; 

So in this hemifphere our utmoll view 
Is only bounded by our king and you : 

Our fight is limited where you arc join’d. 

And beyond that no farther heaven can find* 

So well your virtues do with his agree. 

That, though your orbs of different greatnefs be. 
Yet both are for each other’s ufe difpos’d. 

His to inclofe, and yours to be inclos’d* 

Nor could another in } our room have been. 
Except an emptinefs had come between. 

Weil may he then to you his cares impart, * 

And (hare his burden where he fliares his heart. 

In you his fleep Hill wakes ; his pleafures find 
Their lhare of bufinefs in your laboring mind. 

So when the weary fun his place refigns. 

He leaves his light, and by reflection ihines. 

Juftice, that fits and frowns where public laws 
Exclude foft mercy from a private caufe. 


In 
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111 your tribunal nioft herfelf does pleafe ; 

Theie only fmiles becaufe Hie lives at eafe; 

And, like young David, finds hei firength the more. 
When difincumber’d fiom thofe aims fiie wore. 
Heaven would our loyal mailer Ihould exceed 
Moll in that virtue, which we mofi did need ; 

And his mild fathei (who too late did find 
All mercy vain but what with powei was join’d) 

His fatal goodnefs left to fitter times. 

Not to increafe, but to abfoh e, our ciiraes : 

But when the heir of this vail treafurc knew 
How large a legacy was left to you 
(Too great for any fubjed to retain). 

He wifely ty'd it to the ciown again : 

Yet, pairing thioiigh youi hands, it gatheis raoic. 

As Ilreams, thiough mines, bear tintfluic of then ore* 
Whde empiric politicians ufe deceit. 

Hide what they gi\e, and cure but bv a cheat ; 

Yon boldl} Ihcw that Ikill %vhich tliey pietcnd. 

And woik hy means as noble as youi end • 

Winch Ihould }ou leil, we might unwind the clue, 

As men do nature, till we came to j ou. 

And as the Indies w ore not found, befoie 
Thofe rich perfumes, which, from the happy fhoie, 
Tue winds upon then balmy wings convey’d, 

Whofe guilty^ fweetnefs firfl t^ur woild hctiaj ’d ; 

So by your counfcls \re brought to vie*v 
A rich and undifco\er’d world in }ou. 

By you our monaich does that fame afllire, 

VvTich kings mull lia\e, oi cannot Inc Lcuie . 


VoL. XVIII, E 
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For profpcrous princes gam their fuhjcd^s heait. 

Who love that praifc in u Inch themfeh es have part* 
By yoa he fns thofc fiihjcds to ohev. 

As heaven's eternal montuch does convey 
His power unfeen, and man to his dcfigns. 

By his bright mind^ers the liars, inclines. 

Our retting Inn, from his dcclini ig feat. 

Shot beams of kindncfs on } ou, not of heat ; 

And, when bis love was bounded in a few , 

Tliat were unhappy that they might be true. 

Made you the faiounte of his lalt fad times, 

'That IS a futRrer m Ins fubjeds crimes ; 

Thus thofe flrfl faiours you icceu 'd, were fent. 

Like heaven’s rewards m caithiy punifhmcnt. 

Yet fortune, confcious oJ: your dciliny, 

Ev’n then took. c?ie to la) )ou foftlv h} ; 

And w rap’d your fate among her piccious things. 
Kept fieih to be unfolded with \our king's. 

Shewn all at ouce )ou day /led fo our evv 
As new-bom Pallas did the g<^ds furpn/e : 

When, fprxnging foith from Jo\e’s aew-dofmg wound, 
She llruck the waiiikc fpear into the ground ; 

Which fprouting leaves did fuddeni) lucluic. 

And peaceful olives lhaded as they lofe. 

How flrangel}^ adi\e aie the aits of p^'ace, 

Whofe reftlefs motions Icfi than w ais do ce ife ! 

Peace is not freed from laboui but fium noifc; 

And war more force, but not more pains employs : 
Such is the mighty fwifcnefs of your mind, 

That, like the earth, it Icai cs our fenfe behind. 
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While you fo fmoothly turn and rowl our fphere. 
That rapid motion does but refl appear. 

For, as in nature’s fwiftnefs, with the throng 
Of flying orbs while ours is borne along. 

All feems at reft to the deluded eye. 

Mov’d by the foul of the fame harmony. 

So, earned on by your unweaned caie. 

We reft in peace, and yet in motion ftiare> 

Let envy then thofe crimes within } ou fee. 

From which the happy never muft be free; 

Envy, that does with mifeiy refide. 

The joy and the revenge of ruin’d pride* 

Think it not hard, if at fo cheap a rate 
You can fecure the conftancy of fate, 

Whofe kindnefs fent what does their malice feem, 

Ey leffer ills the greater to redeem. 

Nor can we this w eak Ihow er a temp^ft call, 

Eut drops of heat, that in the fun fhine fall* 

You have already weaned fortune fo. 

She cannot farther be your friend or foe ; 

Eut fits all breathlefs, and admi es to feel 
A fate fo weighty, that it flops her w heel. 

In all things elfe above our humble fate. 

Your equal mind yet fwells not into ftate, 

Eut, like foine mountain in thofe happy ifles. 

Where in perpetual fpnng young natuie fmiles. 

Your gieatnefs ftiews . no horror to affiight, 

Eut trees for fiade, and flowers to couit the fight : 
Sometimes the hill fubmits itfeif a vviiile 
In final! defeents, which do its height beguile , 

E z And 
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And fomctimes mounts, but lb as billows play, 

Whofe rife not hinders, but mak.es fliort our way. 
Your brow, which does no fear of thunder know. 
Sees rov/iing tempefts vainly beat below ; 

And, like Olympus’ top, th’ ImprciTion wears 
Of love and friendfliip writ in former years. 

Yet, unimpair’d with labours, or with time. 

Your age but Teems to a new youth to climb. 

Thus heavenly bodies do our time beget. 

And mcafure change, but fharc no part ol ir. 

And Hill it fhall without a weight increafe, 

Like this new year, whofe motions never ceafe. 

For lince the glorious courfe you hate begun 
Is led by Charles, as that is by the fun. 

It muft both weightlefs and immortal prove, 

Becaufe the centre of it is above. 

SATIRE TIIK DUTCH. 

WRITTEN IN THE TEAR 1662. 

A S needy gallants, in the ferivener’s hands, 

Court the rich knaves tliat gripe their mortgag’d 
lands ; 

The firft fat buck of all the fcafon’s font. 

And keeper takes no fee in coniplimcnt ; 

The dotage of feme Englifltmcn is fuch. 

To fawn on thofe who ruin them, the Dutch* 

They fhall have all, rather than make a ar 
With thofe, who of the fame religion are. 

The Straits, the G uiney-trade, the litTrings too 5 
i^ay, to Jicep j&iendfhip, they fliail pickle you. 

Some 
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Some are refolv’d not to find out the cheat. 

But, cuckold-Iike, love them that do the feat. 

What injuries foe’er upon us fall. 

Yet fiiil the fame religion anfweis all. 

Religion wheedled us to civil war, 

Dre^v Engiiili blood, and Dutchmen’s now would fpare.. 
Be gall’d no longer , for you’ll find it true. 

They haie no more religion, faith! than you. 

Interefl: ’s the god they worlhip in their Hate, 

And we, I take it, ha\ e not much of that. 

Well monaichies may own religion’s name. 

But Hates are atheills in then ver} frame. 

They lhare a fin , and fuch propoitions fall,* 

That, like a Hmk, ’tis nothing to them all. 

Think on tlieir rapine, fallhood, cruelty. 

And that what once they were, they ftiil would be.. 

To one well-born th’ affront is worfe and mor^. 

When he ’s abus’d and bafiled by a boor. 

With an ill giace the Dutch their mifchiefs do ; 

They ’ve both ill nature and ill manners too. 

Well may they boaH themfelves an ancient nation ; 

For they weie bied ere manners we^e in fafhion : 

Aiid their new commonwealth has fet them fiee 
Only from honour and ci\ ihty. 

Venetians do not more uncouthly iide. 

Than did their lubber Hate mankind beHride. 

Their fway became them with as ill a mien,, 

As their ow n paunches fwell above their ohm.. 

Yet is their empire no true grovvth but humour. 

And only two kings’ touch can curs the tumoui*. 

E 3 As 
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As Cato, fruits of Afric did difpby ; 

Let us before our eyes their Indies lay : 
All loyal Englifti w ill ifs-c him conclude ; 
Let Csefar live, and Carthage be fubdued. 


To her Royal Highnefs the Dutchess of York, on 
the memoiable Vidory gained by the Duke over 
the Hollanders, June the 3d, 1665, and on her 
Journc) afterwards into the North. 


Madam, 

W H E N, for our fakes, your hero you rcfign’d 
To fwelhng feas, and c\cr; faitlilefb wind 5 
When you releas’d his courage, and fet free 
A valour fatal to the enemy ; 

You lodg’d your country’s cares within }our breaft 
(The manfion wheic foft lo\e fhould onD reil); 

And, ere, our foes abroad were ovcicomc. 

The nobleft conqued you had gain’d at home. 

Ah, what concerns did both your fouls diude! 

Your honour gave us what } our love dciued : 

And ’twas fer him much cafier to fubdue 
Thofe foes he fought wdth, than to part fiom you# 
That glorious day, which two fuch navies faw% 

As each unmatch’d might to the world give law# 
Neptune, yet doubtful whom he {lioiiid obey. 

Held to them both the trident of the fea : 

The winds were hulh’d, the waves in ranks were cad. 
As awfully as when God’s people pad ; 



p R y D E N®S POEMS. 

Tliofe, yet uncertain on whofe fails to blow, 
Thefe, where the wealth of nations ought to flow* 
Then with the duke your highnefs rul’d the day ; 
While all the brave did his -comniand obey. 

The fair and pious under you did pray. 

How powerful aie chafte vows ! the wind and tide 
You brib’d to combat on the Erglilh fide. 

Thus to your much-lov’d loid you did convey 
An unknown fuccour, fent the neaieft way. 

New vigour to his wearied arms you brought, 
fSo Mofes was upheld while Ifrael fought) 

While, from afar, we heard the cannon play. 

Like didant thunder on a fhinv day. 

For abfent friends we w ere afliam’d to fear. 

When we confidei’d what you icntui’d there. 
Ships, men, and arms, our country might rcllorc ; 
But fach a leader could fupply no moie. 

With generous thoughts of conqueft he did bum. 
Yet fought not more to lanquilh than return. 
Foitune and \idory he did purfue, 

*To bring them as his flaves to wait on you. 

Thus beauty lavifh’d the rewaids of fame. 

And the fair triumph’d when the biave o’ercame. 
Then, as you meant to Ipiead another way 
By land your conquefts, far as his by fca. 

Leaving oar fouthein clime, you maichM along 
The ftubborn North, ten thoufand CupUs ihong. 
Like co.nmons the nobility refort, 

Tn CiOwdine h^aps, to fill your moving court . 

E t 
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To welcome yoci approach the vulgar run> 

Like fomc new en\oy from the diflant fun. 

And country beauties by their lovers go, 

Bhffing themfeltcs, and vioi'dcring at the Ihow# 

So when the new-born Phceniv firfl is feen, 

Her feathei’d fubjeds all adoie their queen. 

And while Ihe makes her progrefs through the Ea/I, 
From eveiy gro\e her numerous train *b increas’d . 
Each Poet of the an her glorv fings. 

And round him the pleas’d audience clap their wings# 


ANN OS 



ANN as MIRABILIS 


THE 

YEAR OF V/ONDERS, 

MDCLXVI. 


AN HISTORICAL POEM. 




[ 59 3 


To the Metropolis of Giieat-Bri ta ik, 
the moft renowned and late flourifhing CITY of 
LONDON, in its Representatives, the 
Lor d-M a y o r and Court of Aldermen, the 
Sheriffs, andCoMMo n-C o u n c i l of it. 

A S perhaps I am the firft who ever prcfented a work 
of this nature to the metropolis of any nation ; fo 
it is likewife confonant to juftice, that he who was to 
give the firft example of fuch a dedication Ihould be- 
gin it with that city, which has fet a pattern to all 
others of true loyalty, invincible courage, and un- 
lhaken conftancy. Other cities hat e been praifed for the 
fame virtues, but I am much deceived if any have fo 
dearly purchafed their reputation , their fame has been 
won them by cheaper trials than an expenlive, though 
neceffary war, a confuming pellilence, and a more con- 
fuming fire. To fubmit yourfelves with that humility^ 
to the judgments of heaven, and at the fame time to 
raife yourfeh es with that vigour above all human ene- 
'mies , to be combated at once fiom above and from 
below, to be ftruck down and to tiiumph ; I know 
not whether fuch trials have been ever paralleled m any 
nation • the refolution and fucceffes of them never can 
be. Never had prince or people more mutual reafon to 
love each other, if fuffering for each other can endear 
affedion. You have come together a pair of matchlefs 
lovers, through many difficulties ; he, through a long 
exile, various traverfes of fortune, and the interpofition 
^of many rivals, who violently ravifhed and with-held 

you 
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you from liim : and certainly you have had your fliaie 
in fufferings* But Providence has cafi: upon you want 
of trade, that you might appear bountiful to your coun- 
try's neceffities ; and the reft of your aftii<5lions are not 
more the •'effedb of God's difpleafure (frequent exam- 
ples of them ha\'ing been in the reign of the moft excel- 
lent princes) than occaftons for the manifefting of your 
chriftian and civil virtues. To you therefore this Year 
of wonders is juftly dedicated, becaufe you have made 
it fo. You, who are to ftand a wonder to all years 
and ages; and who have built yourfeives an immortal 
monument on your own ruins. You are now a Phoenix 
in her afties, and, as far as humanity can approach, a 
great emblem of the fuftering Deity : but heaven never 
made fo much piety and virtue to leave it miferable. I 
have heard, indeed,, of fome virtuous perfons who have 
ended unfortunately, but never of any virtuous nation : 
Providence is engaged too deeply when the caufe be- 
comes fo general ; and I cannot imagine it has reful . ed 
the ruin of that people at home, which it has blcif^d 
abroad with fucli fucceftes. I am therefore to conclude; 
that your fufferings are at an end ; and that one p.irc 
of my poem has not been more an hiftory of }cur de- 
ftruclion, than the otlier a prophecy of your relbratioiu 
The accomplilhment of which happinefs, as it is the 
wifh of all true Englifiimen, fo it is by none more 
paflionately deli red,, than by. 

The greateft of your admirers. 

And moft humble of your fervants, 
John D k y d e n. 

A N 
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AN ACCOJNT OF THE ENSUING POEM, 
in A LETTER TO THE 

HON. SIR ROBERT HOWARD. 

S I R, 

I AM fo mmy ways obliged to you, and fo little 
able to return your favours, that, like thofe who 
owe too much, I can only Ine by getting farther iato 
your debt. You ha\e not only been careful of my 
fortune, which was the eiFe<fl of youi noblenefs, but 
you have been folicitous of my reputation, which is 
that of youi kindnels. It is not long fmcc I ga\ e you 
the trouble of pcrufng a play for me, and now, mUead 
of an acLnow ledgment, I e given you a greater, in 
the correcTicn of a poem. Put fince you aie to bear 
this perlecut*o'i, I will at lead gi\e ] ou the encourage- 
ment of a maityr, }'ou could nevei fuller in a noblci 
<?aufe. Fo, I ha\e chofen the moft lieioic fubjcc+, 
which any poet could dcfire I ha\ e tai.en upon nc to 
defcribe the motives, the beginning, piogrefs, and fac- 
cedes, of a moil juft and ncceifary war, in it, the cart, 
management, and prudence of onrking, the condudl 
aid valour of aro^al adr-iial, and of tvo incompar- 
able generals , the miincibie coiuage of our captains 
and feamen; and three glorious \i6tones, the refultof 
all. After this, I have, in the Fire, the moft dqlor- 
able, but Withal the greateft, argument that can he i/na- 

gincd : 
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gined : the deftrudion being fo fwift, fo fudden, fo 
vaft and miferable, as nothing can parallel in Hory, 
The formei part of this poem, relating to the war, is 
but a due expiation for my not having ferved my king 
and country in it. All gentlemen are almoft obliged 
to it. and I know no lepfon we fliould give that ad- 
vantage to the commonalty of England, to be foiemoft 
in brave adions, which the nobles of Fiance would 
never fuffer in their peafants. I Ihould not have writ- 
ten this but to a perfon who has been e\cr foiward 
to appear in all employments whither his honour and 
generofity have called him. The latter part of my 
poem, which defcribes the Fiie, I owe, liril to the 
piety and fatherly affedion of our monarch to his fuf- 
fering fubjefts , and, in the fecond place, to the cou- 
rage, loyalty, and magnanimity of the city, both 
which were fo confpicuous, that I wanted words to 
celebrate them as they deforce. I have edit'd my poem 
Hiftorical, not Epic, though both the adions and adors 
are as much heroic as any poem can contain. But fince 
the action is not properly one, nor that accomplilhed 
in the laft fucceffes, I have judged it too bold a title 
foi a few ftanzas, w-hich aie little more in number than 
a fmgle Iliad, or the longdl of the /Eneids, For this 
reafon (I mean not of length, but broken adion, tied 
too feverely to the laws of Liflor} ) I am apt to agree 
with thofe, who rank Lucan, rather among hiilorians 
in verfe, than Epic poets . in whofe room, if I am not 
deceived, Silius Italicus, though a worfe wiiter, may 
more juftly be admitted, I have chofen to wiite my 

poem 
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poem in quatrains, or flanzas of four in alternate rhyme, 
becaufe I ha\^e ever judged them more noble, and of 
greater dignity, both for the found and number, than 
any other verfe in ufe amongft us j in which I am fure 
I have your approbation. The learned languages have 
certainly a great advantage of us, in not being tied to 
the flavery of any rhyme , and were lefs conilrained in 
the quantity of every fyllable, which tliey might vary 
with fpondees or dadlyls, befides fo many other helps 
of grammatical figures, for the lengthening or abbie- 
viation of them, than the modern are in the clofe of 
that one fyllable, which often confines,, and moie often 
corrupts, the fenfe of all the reft. But in this necef. 
fity of our rhymes, I have al^^a)rS found the couplet 
\erfe moft eafy, though not fo proper foi this occafion : 
for there the work is fooner at an end, every two lines 
concluding the labour of the poet , but in quatrains he 
is to carry it farther on, and not only fo, but to bear 
along in his head the troubleforae fenfe of four lines 
together. For thofe, who write corredly in this kind, 
inuit needs acknowledge, that the laft line of the ftanza 
is to be confidered in the compofition of the fiift. Nei- 
ther can we gi\e ourfelves the liberty of making any 
part of a verfe for the fake of rhyme, or concluding 
With a word which is not current Englifh, or ufing the 
variety of female rhymes, all which our fathers piac- 
tifed . and for the female rhymes, they are ftill in ufe 
amongft other nations , with the Italian in every line, 
with the Spaniard promifcuoufiy, with the French al- 
ternately, as thofe who have read the Alarique, the 

Fuceile, 
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Pucelle, or any of their later poems, will agree with 
me. And befides this, they write in Aiexandnns, or 
verfes of fix feet , fuch as amongft us is the old tranf- 
lation of Homer by Chapman . all which, by length- 
ning of their chain, makes tliC fphere of their activity 
the larger. I have dwelt too long upon the choice of 
my ftanza, which you may remember is much better 
defended in the preface to Gondibert , and therefore I 
will haften to acquaint you \ ath my endeavours m the 
writing. In general I will only fay, I have never yet 
feen the defciiption of any naval fight in the propei 
teims which are ufed at fea , and if there be any fuch 
in another language, as that of Lucan in the third of 
his Pharfaiia, yet 1 could not a\ail ni)relf of it in the 
Enghfli, the teims of art la e\ciy tongue bearing 
moie of the idiom of it than any other woids. We 
hear indeed among our poets, of the thunderuig of 
guns, the fmoke, the difordcr, and the fiauglitcr , but 
all thefe aie common notions. And ceitaziily, as thofe 
who 111 a logical difpute keep in gencial terms, would 
hide a falLwy , fo thofe who do it in an; poetical dc- 
fciiption, would \eil their ignoiancc, 

Deferiptas fenare vices opcrumque colores, 

« Cur ego, fi nequeo ignoroqae, Poeta faiutor 

For my own pait, if I had Iitde knowledge of the fea, 
yet I ha\e thought :r no fi'ame to karn and if I ha\e 
made fome few mifial^es, it is only, as }ou c'in bear me 
witnefs, becaufe I have wanted opportunity to correct 
them; the whole poem being fiiit wutten, and now 

fcnc 



S I R R. H O W A R D. 

fent you from a place where I have not fo much as 
the comeife of any feaman. Yet though the trouble I 
had in tvrxtnig it was greats it\\as no more than re« 
compenfed by the pleafure. I found 1113/ felf fo warm 
in celebiating the praifos of military men, two fuch 
efpecially as the prince and general, that it is no won- 
der if they infpired me with thoughts abo« e my ordi- 
nary level. And I am well fatished, that, as they are 
incorapciiably the beft fubjed I ever had, excepting only 
the royal familv, fo aifo, that this I have written of 
them is much better than what I have performed on 
any other, I ha^ e been forced to help out oihei argu- 
ments ; but this has been bountiful to me . they have 
been low barren oi praiie, and I have exalted them, 
and made them iiaitful, bat here — Omnia fpoute fua 
Acddit j uilx<'iima teiius.^' I have had a large, a fair, and 
a pleafant held , fo feitile, that w ithout my cultivating, 
it has gi\en rno tuo lia, veils in a fummer, and m both 
opprefied the rcapei. All other greatnefs in fubjeds is 
only counterfeit . it will not cnduie the teft of dangei ; 
the greatnefs ot aims is only real other greatnefs 
buidens a nation with its weight; this fupports it with 
its flrcngth. And as it is the happinefs ol the age, fo 
it IS the peculiar goodnefs of the bed of kings, that 
we may piaife his fubjeds without offending himt, 
Doubtlefs it proceeds from a juft confidence of his own 
\utue, which the luftre of no other can be fo gieat as 
to darken in him ; for the good 01 the valiant are never 
fafely praiftd under a bad oi a degenerate prince. But 
to return from this digreifion to a faither account of 
VoL, XVUL F my 
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xtiy poem ; I muft crave leave to tell you, that as 1 
have endeavoured to adoin it with noble thoughts, fo 
much more to cxpiefs thofc thoughts with elocution. 
The compofition of all poems as, or ought to be, of 
•wit; and wit in the poet, or wit-wnting (if you will 
give me leave to ufo a fthool-diftinfiicn) is no other 
than the faculty ot imagination in the writer, which, 
like a nimble fpanicl, beats over and ranges thiough 
the field of raemoiy, till it fprings the quairy it hunted 
after : or, without metaphor, which fearches o\ er all 
the memory for the fpccies or ideas of thofe things 
which it defigns to reprefen t. Wit written is that 
which is well defined, the happy refult of thought, or 
produ<$i of imagination. But to proceed from wit, in 
the general notion of xt, to the proper wit of an heroxc 
or hiiloncal poem , I judge it chiefly to confifl: in the 
delightful imaging of perfons, adions, paifions, or 
things. It is not the jcik or fling of an epigram, nor 
the feeming contradidion of a pooi antithefis {the de- 
light of an ill-judging audience in a play of r^yme}, 
lior the gingle of a more poor Paranomafia, neither Is 
it fo much the morality of a grave fentence, afieded 
by Lucan, but more fparingly ufed by Virgil; but it 
is fome lively and apt defcrxption, drefled, in fuch co- 
lours of fpeech, that it fets befoie your eyes the abfent 
objedl, as perfedly, and more dehglitfully than nature* 
So then the firft happinefs of the poet’s imagination is 
properly invention or finding of the thought , the fe- 
cond IS fancy, or the variation, deriving or moulding 
of that thought as the judgment reprefents it propex to 

the 
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the fubjef^ , the third is elocution, or the art of death- 
ing and adorning that thought, fo found and varied, in 
apt, fignificant, and founding words : the quicknefs of 
the imagination is feen in the invention, the fertilitp 
in the fancy, and the accuracy in the expreffion. For 
the tw o iirit of thefe, Ovid is famous amongft the 
poets , for the latter, Virgil. Ovid images more often 
the mevements and aiFedions of the mind, either com- 
bating betn^een two contrary palhonsi or extremely 
difcoinpofed by one. Ills words therefore aie the leaft 
pait of his care , for he piftuies nature in difoidei, 
with which the fhidy and choice of w'ords is inconfifl- 
ent. l'hi£> lb tne proper wit of dialogue or di fcourfe, 
and confcquenrly of the drama, where all that is faid 
is to be fuppofd the eifedl of fudden thought ; which, 
thoagli it excludes not the quicknefs of wit in lepar- 
tees, yet admits not a too curious eledion of wptds^ 
too fjiequent allafious, or ufe of tiopes, or in fine any- 
thing that fnew^s remotenefs of thought or labour m the 
writer. On the other fide, Virgil fpeaks not fo often 
to us in the perfon of anothei, like C\id, bat in his 
can ; he lelatec almoft all thugs as turn himfelf, and 
thereby more iibcity tlian the other, to exprefs 
his thcugiits with all the graces of elocution, to wnte 
moie fig .latively, and to coniefs as well the labour as 
tne foice of I is imagin itien. Though he defcribes his 
Dido well and natuislly, in the ^ loiencc of hei palTions, 
jet he mi.fi 3 leid in that to the Myrrha, the Bmlis, the 
Althaea, of 0 \^ct , fer, ?9 great ai admaer of him as 
1 am, I mull acknotvledge, that if I fee not moie *of 
F 2 their 
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their fouls than I iee of Dido’s, at leafi: I have a greater 
concernment for them . and that convinces me, that 
Ovid has touched thofe tender ftrokes more delicately 
than Virgil could. Eut w-hen adion or perfcns are to 
be defcribed, when *iny fuch image is to be fet before 
us, how bold, how maflerly are the ftrokes of Virgil ! 
We fee the objedls he prefents us with in their native 
figures, in their pioper motions , but fo we fee them, 
as our own eye^ could never have beheld them fo beau* 
tiful in themfelves. We fee the foul of the poet, like 
that univerfal one of which he ipeaks, informing and 
moving through all his pidiures : 

Totamque infuia per artus 

** Mens agitat molem, & magno’fe corpore mifeet/* 
We behold him embelhlhing fais images, as he makes 
Venus breathing ^beauty upon her fon iEneas/’ 

lumenque juventae 

** Purpureum, & laetos oculis afHarat honores : 

'' Quale manus addunt ebori decus, aut ubi flavo 
** Argentum Pariufve lapis circumdatur auro.” 

See his Tempefl, his Funeral Sports, his Combat of 
Tumus and ^Eneas : and in his Georgies, which I 
efteem the divineft part of all his writings, the Plague, 
the Country, the Battle of the Bulls, the Labour of the 
Bees, and thofe many other excellent images of nature, 
moll: of which are neither great in themfelves, nor have 
any natural ornament to bear them up ; but the words 
wherewith he defenbes them are fo excellent, that it 
might be well applied to him, which was faid by Ovid, 

Ma- 
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Materiemfuperabat opus theveiy found of his words 
has often fomewhat that is connatural to the fubjedl: ; 
and while we lead him, we lit, as in a play, beholding 
the fcenes of \\hat he repiefcnts. To perforin this, he 
made frequent ufe of tiopes, uhichyou know change 
the nature of a known word, by applying it to fonie 
othei figmfication ; and this is it which Hoi ace means 
in his epillle to the Pifo’s : 

Dixeris egregi^, notum li callida verbum 

** Redciident junduia novum 

But I am fenfible I ha’ e prefurred too far to enter- 
tain you with a rude difcourfe of that art which you 
both know fo well, and put into praQice with fo much 
happinefs. Yet, before I leave Viigil, I muff own the 
vanity to tell you, and by you the world, that he has 
been my mafter in this poem; I have folio Vyed hirh 
every where, I know not with what fuccefs, but I am 
fare with diligence enough ; my images aie many of 
them copied from him, and the refi: are imitations o£ 
him. My ej prclhons alfo are as near as the idioms of 
the two languages would admit of in tranflalion. And 
this, fir, 1 have done with that boldnefs, for which I 
w ill fland accountable to any of our little critics, who, 
perhaps, are no better acquainted with him than 1 am* 
Upon yorr hrR peruC^i of this poem, you have taken 
notice of fome woids, which I have innovated (if it 
be too L old forme to fay refined) upon his Latin; 
vvhicn, as I offer not to introduce into Englifh pro*e, 
fo I hope UiQf aie neither improper, nor altogethei iq. 
elegant in verfe ; 3nd, Li this, Horace will again^ 
ftnd me. 

F3 
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** Et nova fi<S^aque nuper habebunt verba £dem, €% 

‘ Grscco fonte cadant, paic^detorta ” 

The inference L exceeding plain : for if a Roman 
poet might have liberty to coin a 'word, fuppoling 
only that it was derived from the Greek, was put into 
a Latin termination, and that he ufed this liberty but 
feldom, and with modefty , how much more juflly may 
I challenge that privilege to do it w ith the fame pre^ 
leqmfites, from the bell and moft judicious of I atin 
writers 1 In fome places, where either the fancy or the 
words were his, or any other^s, I have noted it in the 
margin, that I might not feem a plagiary ; in others I 
have negledcd it, to avoid as well tedioiifnefs, as the 
a^dation of doing it too often. Such defcriptions oi 
images well wrought, which I promife not for mine, 
are, as 1 have faid, the adequate delight of heroic 
poefy , for they beget admiration, which is its proper 
object , as the images of the burlcfque, which is con- 
trary to this, by the fame leafon beget laughter , for 
the one fnews nature beautified, as in the picture of a 
fair woman, which we all admire, the othei (hews her 
deformed, as in that of a lazar, or of a fool with dif- 
torted face and antique geftures, at which we cannot 
forbear to laugh, becaufe it is a deviation from na- 
ture. But though the fame images fer.e equally for 
the Epic poefyi and for the hiftoiic and panegyric, 
which are branches of it, yet a federal foit of fculp- 
ture IS to be ufed in them. If fome of them are to 
belike thofe of Juvenal, ♦♦ Stantes in curnbus uEmi- 

liani,'* 



SIR R. HOWARD* 


7 ^ 

Hani,” heroes drawn m their triamphal chariots, and 
in their full proportion ; others are to be like that of 
Virgil, bpirantia mollius seia theio is fomewiiat 
moie of foftnefs and tendernefs to be fhewn in them. 
You will foon find* I wnte not this without concern* 
Some, who ha\e fecn a paper of \erfes, which I wrote 
kft year to her Highnefs the Dutchefs, have accufed 
them of that only thing I could defend in them. 
They faid, I did humi ferpere/" that I wanted not 
only height of fancy, but dignity of words, to fet it 
off. I might well anfwcr w ith that cf Horace, Nunc 
non crat his locus I knew I addrefied them to a lady, 
and accordingl} I aiTcdled the foftnefs of e\prefiion, 
and the fmoothnefs of mcafurc, lather than the height 
of thought, and in what I did endeavour, it is no 
\aiiity to fiy i ha\e fuccccded. I detefi arrogarice ; 
but theie is iome difference betwixt that and a jufi de- 
fence. But I w ill not farther bribe your candor, or 
the rcadci’s I lca\e them to fpeakforme, aii(i, if 
they can, to make out that chaiacfei, not pretending 
to a greatei, which I have gi\en them* 

And now, fir, it is time I fhould relieve you from 
the tedious length of this account. You have better 
and more profitable employment for ycur hours, and I 
wrong the pubiick to detain you longer. In conclufion, 

I muft leal e my poem to you with all its faults, which 
I hope to find fewer in the pnnting by youi emenda- 
tioiis. I know you are not of the number of thofe, of 
whom the younger Pliny fpeaks, ** Necfuntparumnmlti, 
(][ui carpeie amicos fuosjudiciumvocalit/*^ laiii rather 
F 4 too 
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too fecure of you on that fide. Your candor in pardon^ 
5ng my errors may make you more remifs in corredmg 
them , if you will not withal confider that they come 
,iiito the world with your approbation, and through 
your hands. I beg from you the greatcft fa\ our you 
can confer upon an abfent perfon, fince I repofe upon 
your management what is deareft to me, my fame and 
leputation ; and therefore I hope it wuU fiir you up 
to make my poem fairer by many of your blots, if 
not, you know the fiory of the gamefier who married 
the rich man's daughter, and when her father denied 
the portiop, chnftened all the children by his furname, 
that if, in conclufion, they mufi: beg, they fliould do 
fo by one name, as well as by the other. But fince the 
reproach of my faults will light on you, it is but rea-' 
fon I ihould do you that juftice to the readers, to let 
them know, ^hat, if there be any thing tolciable in 
this poem, they owe the argument to your choice, the 
writing to your encouragement, the coi region to your 
judgment, and the care of it to your friendlhjp, to 
^x,hlch he muft ever acknowledge himfclf to owe al^ 
things, who IS, 


S I R, 

The moft obedient, and mofi; 
Faithful of } our fen ants. 


Fjoin Chari rf-on m Wiltihire, 
XIoY, lOf 10^6. 


John Dryden* 
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THE YEAR OF WONDERS^ 
MDCLXVI. 


I. 

I N thiiving arts long time had Holland grown^ 
Crouching at home and cruel when abroad : 

Scarce leaving us the means to claim our own ; 

Our king they courted, and our merchants aw’d*. 

II. 

Trade, which like blood fhould circularly flow. 
Stopp’d In their channels, found its freedom loft 
Thither the wealth of all the world did go. 

And feem’d but fliipwreck’d on. fo bafe a coaft* 
in. 

For them alone the heavens had kindly heat ; 

la eaftein quaiiies ripening precious dew i 
For tliem the Iduinasan balm did fweat. 

And m hot Ceilon Ipicy forefts grew* 

The fun bat feem’d the labourer of the year; 

Each wajiing moon fuppl^’d her watery ftore. 

To fw^ll f -cfe t^dcs which fiuni the line did beir 
Their brbr-full vefvls to the Ihore. 

V, Thas 
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V. 

Thus, mighty in her fhips, flood Carthage long. 
And fwept the riches of the woild fiom far , 

Yet floop’d to Ron«e, lefs wealthy, but more jftrong ; 
And this may prove our fecond Punic war. 

VI. 

What peace can be, where both to one pretend ? 

(But they more diligent, and wc more flrong) 

Or if a peace, it fonn mull ha\ e an end ; 

For they would grow too powerful were it long. 

VII. 

Behold two nations then, engag*d fo fai. 

That each feven 5^ ears the fit mull fhake each land : 
Where France will fide to w'eaken us by war. 

Who only can his vafl defigns withfland. 

VIII. 

See how he feeds th’ Iberian with delays, 

To render us his timely friendlhip vain : 

And while his fecret foul on Flanders pre^ s. 

Pie rocks the cradle of the babe of Spam. 

IX. 

Such deep defigns of empire does he lay 

O'er them, whoie caufe he feems to take in hand J 
And prudently would make them lords at fea. 

To whom with cafe he can give laws by land. 

X. 

This faw our king , and long within hiS breafl 
PI is penfive counfels balanc'd to and fro . 

He griev'd the land he' freed fhould be opprefs'd. 
And he lefs for it than ufurpers do. 


XL His 
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XI. 

His generous mini the fair ideas drew" 

Of fame and honour, which in dangeis laf; 

Where wealth, like fiuit on precipices, grew. 

Not to he gather'd but by birds of prey, 
xir. 

The lofs and gain each fatally were great ; 

And Hill his fubjeds call'd aloud for w^ar ; 

But peaceful kings, o’er martial people fet. 

Each other’s poize and counterbalance are. 

Xlil. 

He fiiH furvey d the charge with careful eyes. 

Which none but mighty monarchs could maintain 9 

Yet judg’d, like vapours that fiom limbecs rife. 

It would in iicher fhowers defcend again. 

XIV. 

At length refclv’d t' alTert the watery ball, 
iHe in himfelf d.id whole Aimadoes bring: 

Him aged feamcn might their matter call. 

And chufe for general, were he not their king» 

XV. 

It feems as ei^ry fhip their fovereign'kriows. 

His awful fummons they fo foon obey ; 

So hear the fcaly herd w’Sea Proteus blows. 

And fo to pafture follow through the fea. 

XV j. 

To fee this fleet upon the ocean move, 

Angels drew wide the curtains of the fkies; 

And heaven, as if there wanted lights above. 

Fox tapers made two glaiing comets rife. 

XVII. Whe- 
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XVII. 

Whether they un^'luous exhalations are, 

Fxt’d by the fun^ or fecmjing fo alone ; 

Or each fome more remote and llippery ftai. 

Which lofes footing when to mortals Ihewn* 
XViii. 

Or one, that bright companion of the fun, 

Whofe glorious afped feal*d our new-born king; 

A.nd now, a round of greater years begur^ 

New infiuence from his walks of light did bring. 

XIX. 

Viftorious York did firli with fam’d fucccfs. 

To his known valour make the Dutch give place ; 

Thus heaven our monarch’s fortune did confefs^ 
Beginning conquell from his royal race. 

XX. 

But fince it was decreed, aufpicious king, 

In Britain’s right that thou Ihouldft wed the main, 

Heaven, as a gage, would call fome precious thing. 
And therefore doom’d that Lawfon lliould be flam, 

XXI. 

Lawfon amongft the foremofi: met his fate. 

Whom fea gieen birens from the rocks lament 

Thus as an offering for the Grecian ftate. 

He hrfl was- kill’d who firfl to battle went, 

XXll. 

Their chief blown op in air, not waves, expir’d, 

’To which his pnue prefum’d to give the law , 

The Dutch confefs’d heaven prefent, and retir’d. 

And ail was Britain the wide ocean £aw. 

XXIIL To 
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XXIII. 

To nearefl: ports their fhatter’d fhips repair. 

Where by oui dreadful cannon they lay aw^d t 

So reverently men quit the open air. 

When thunder fpeaks the angry gods abroad, 

XXIV. 

And now approach’d their fleet from India fraught. 
With all the iicnes of the riling fun : 

And precious fand from fouthern climates brought. 
The fatal regions where the war begun, 

XXV. 

Like hunted caftors, confcious of their ftore. 

Their way-laid wealth to Norway’s coafts they bring : 

There firft the North’s cold bofom fpices bore, 

And winter brooded on the eaftern fjpring, 

XXVI. 

By the rich fcent we found our perfum’d prey. 

Which, flank’d with rocks, did dole in covert lie t 

And round about their murdering cannon lay. 

At once to threaten and invite the eye. 

XXVIX. 

Fiercer than oannon, and than rocks more hard. 

The Englilh undertake th’ unequal war : 

Seven fhips alone, by which the poit is hair’d, 

Befiege the Indies, and all Denmark daie. 

XXVIli, 

Thefe fight like hufbands, but like lovers thofe : 

Thefe fain would keep, and thofe more fain enjoy : 

And to fuch height their frantic paffion grows. 

That wliat both love, both hazard to deflroy- 

XXIX* Amidfl 
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Amidf): whole heaps of fp ccs» a ball. 

And now their od iirs aimM againd them fly: 
Some preexoud) i*} fliatter’d poie^lain fall. 

And fome by aioniatic Iplintcis die, 

X w* 

X Jki* 

And though by tempers ot the piue bcieft,* 

In hca\ en's inclemency feme cafe wc Hnd : 

Our<foes we vanqunliM by our \aIom left. 

And only yielded to tlic feas and wind. 

XXXI. 

Nor wholly loft we fo defeu 'd a prey ; 

_For ftorms repenting part of it rtftofd ; 

Which, 4S a tribute from the Baltic fea. 

The Britifh ocean fent her mighty lord* 

XXXIi. 

Go mortals now and vex yourfcivcs in vain 
JFor wealth, which fo unccitamly muft come : 

When what was brought fo far, and with fuch pain. 
Was only kept to iofe it nearer home. 

XXXIII. 

The fo^, who twice three months on th' ocean toft, 
Prepai'd to tell what he iiad pafsVl befure^ 

Now fees in Englifh fhips the Holland coaft. 

And j)arenis arms, in vain, Itrcich’d from the fhore. 
XXXIV. 

TTlus careful huiband had been long aw'ay, 

, Yi horn his chafte wife and little children mourn ; 
Who on their fingers learn*d to tdl the day 
On which their father promis’d to return. 

XXXV. Such 
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XXXV. 

Sacli are the proud defigns of human-kind^ 

And fo we fuffer fhipwreck every where I 

AUs, what poit can fuch a pilot find. 

Who in the night of fate muft blindly fleer I 
XXXVI. 

The undiflinguifh’d feeds of good and ill. 

Heaven in his bofom from our kno'K ledge hides : 

And diaws them in contempt of human feill. 

Which oft for friends mifiaken foes provides. 
XXXVII. 

Let Munfter’s prelate evei be accurfl. 

In \^hom we feek the German faith in vain : 

Alas, that he fhould teach the Englifh firfl. 

That fraud and avarice in the church could reign I 
XXXVIII. 

Happy, who never truft a ftranger’s will, 

Whofe fnendfliip s in his mtciell undcrflood ! 

Since money given but tempts him to be ill. 

When power is too remote to make him good* 
XXXiX. 

Till now, alone the mighty nations flrove ; 

The refl, at gaze, without the Lfls did itand ; 

And threatening France, plac’d like a painted Jove, 
Kept idle thunder in his lifted hand.i 
XL. 

That eunuch guardian of rich Holland’s trade. 

Who envies us what he wants power t’ enjoys 

Whofe noifefui % alour does no foe invade, 

And weak al&ilance will hi&.fiicndb dcHroy, 

XU, Of. 
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Offended that we fought without his leave. 

He takes this time his feciet hate to Ihew : 

Which Charles does with a mind fo calm receive. 

As one that neither feeks nor fhuns his foe. 

XLII. 

With France, to aid the Dutch, the Danes unite: 

France as their tyrant, Denmark as their flave. 

;Biit when with one three nations join to fight. 

They filently confefs that one more brave. 

XLIII. 

Lewis had chas’d theEnglilh from his fhoie; 

But Charles the French as fubjeds does invite : 
Would heaven for each feme Solomon reftore, 

V/hb, by their mercy, may decide their right ! 
XhiV. 

Were fubje^ls fo but only by their choice, 

And not from birth did forc’d dominion take. 

Our prince alone would have the public voice ; 

And all his neighbours realms would deferts make. 
XLV. 

He without fear a dangerous war purfues. 

Which without rafhnefs he began before : 

As honour made him firft the danger chufe. 

So ftili he makes it good on virtue’s fcore. 

XLVX. 

The doubled charge his fubjeds love fupplies. 

Who in that bounty to themfelves are kind : 

So glad Egyptians fee their Nilus nfe. 

And in his plenty their abundance find. 

XLVIL With 
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XLVJI. 

With equal ^power he does two chiefs create. 

Two fuch as each feem’d worthieft v, hen alone j 
Each able to fuftain a nation^s fate. 

Since both had found a greater in their own. 
XLVIII. 

Both great in courage, condud, and in fame. 

Yet neither envious of the other’s praifc; 

Their duty, faith, and intereft too .the fame. 

Like mighty partners equally they raife. 

XLIX. 

The prince long time had courted fortune's lore. 

But once pofTefs’d did abfolutely reign ; 

Thus with their Amazons the heroes ftrove. 

And conquer’d firft thofe beauties they would gain. 

L. 

The duke beheld, like Scipio, with difdain. 

That Carthage, which he ruin'd, rife once more j 
And (hook aloft the fafees of the mam. 

To fright thofe £la\es with what they felt before. 
LI. 

Together to the watery camp they hafte. 

Whom matrons palling to their children Ihow ; 
Infants firffc vows for them to heaven are call. 

And future people blefs them as they go. 

Lir. 

Whth them no riotous pomp, nor AHan train. 

To mfe<fl a navy with their gaudy fears ; 

To make flow' fights, and victories but vain : 

But war feverely like itfelf appears* 

Voi.. XVIII. G 
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LIH. 

jKffiifive of themfelves, where'er they pafs. 

They make that warmth in others they expc«Jif: 

Their valour i^-orks like bodies on a glafs. 

And does its image on their men projed. 

LIV. 

Our fleet di\ ides, and ftraight the Dutch appear,. 

In number, aid a tam'd commander, bold : 

The nariow fcas can fcarce their navy bear. 

Or crowded \ effejs can their foldiers hold* 

The Duke> lefs -swmerous, but in courage more> 

On wings of all the winds to combat flies : 

Hi 3 murdering guns a loud defiance roar, 

‘ And bloody crojfles on his flag-ftaffs rife* 
hVU 

Both full their fails, and flrip them for the fights 
Their folded flieets difmifs the ufelefs air : , 

Th' Elean plains could boafl: no nobler fight. 

When flruggling champions did their bodies bare, 
hVlI. 

Borne each by other in a diftant line,. 

The fea-built forts in dreadful order move : 

So vafl: the noife, as if not fleers did join. 

But lauds unfix’d, and floating nations flrove* 
LVIU. 

Now pafa’d, on either fide they nimbly tack ; 

Both ftnve to intercept and guide the wind : 

And, in its eye, more clofely they come back> 

To finiflx all the deaths they left behind. 


m. On 
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LIX. 

On high-rais*d decks tlie haughty Belgians ride. 
Beneath ‘whofe fhade our humble frigates go ; 

Such port the elephant bears, and fo defykl 
By the rhinoceros her unequal foe, 

LX. 

And as the built, fo different is the fight; 

Their mounting fhot is on our fills defign*d i 
Deep in their hulls our deadly bullets light. 

And through the yielding planks a paOage find, 

LXI 

Our dreaded admiral from far they threat, 

Whofe batter’d rigging their whole ^var receives i 
All bare, like fome old oak which teropefls beat. 

He ftauds, and fees below his fcattei’d leaver. 

LXII. 

Heroes of old, when wounded, fhehei fought; 

But he who meets all danger with d^fdain, 

Ev’n in their face Ins fhip to anchoi brought. 

And ftcepie-high flood propt upon the main, 

LXIII. 

At this excefs of courage, all amav/d. 

The foremofi: of his foes a wink wdthdra^v : 

With fuch refpe^d in enter’d Rome they gaz’d, 

Who on high chairs the god-like fathers faw, 

LXIV. 

And nc?w, as where Patioclus’ body lay, 

Here Trojan chiefs advanc’d, and there the Gieck , 
Ouri* o’er the Duke their pious wdngs difplay. 

And theirs the noblefl fpoils of Britain feck. 

G z LXV, Mean- 
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LXV. 

Mean-time his bufy manners he haftes. 

His fhatter'd fails with rigging to reftore; 

And willing^pines afcend his broken mafts, 

Whofe lofty heads nfe higher .than before. 

LXVI. 

Stiaight to the Dutch he turns his dieadful prow. 
More fierce th' important quarrel to decide : 

Like fwans, in long array his veffels fhow, 

Whofe crefts advancing do the waves divide. 

LXVII. 

They charge, recharge, and all along the fea 
They drive, and fquander the huge Belgian fleet. 

Berkeley alone, who neareft danger lay^ 

Did a like fate with loft Creufa meet. 

LXVIII. 

The night comes on, we eager to purfue 
The combat ftill, and they afham^d to leaver 

Till the laft ftreaks of dying day withdrew. 

And doubtful moondight did our rage deceive. 

LXIX. 

In th’ Englifh fleet each fhip refounds with joy. 

And bud applaufe of their great leader’s fame t 

In fiery dreams the Dutch they ftill deftroy. 

And flumbering fmile at the imagin’d flame. 

LXX. 

l^ot fo the Holland fleet, who, tir’d and done, 

^ • Stretch’d on their decks like weary oxen He : 

Taint fweats all down their mighty members run ; . 

Vaft bulks which little fouls but ill fupply. 

LXXL I 
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LXXI. 

In dreams they fearful precipices tread : 

Or, Ihipwreck’d, labour to fome dillant fhore : 

Or in dark churches walk among the dead , 

They wake with horror and dare fleep no more* 
LXXII. 

The morn they look on with unwilling eyes. 

Till from their main-top joyful new^s they hear 
Of Ihips, which by their mould bring new fupplies, 
And in their colours Belgian lions beai. 

Lxxin. 

Our watchful general had difcern’d from far 
This mighty fuccour, which made glad the foe : 

He figh'd, but like a father of the war, 

,His face fpake hope, while deep his foirows flow, 
LXXIV. 

His wounded men he iirft fends off to fiiore, » 

Never till now unwilling to obey ; 

They, not their wounds, but want of ftrength, deplore^ 
And think them happy who with him can ftay* 

LXXV. 

Then to the reft. Rejoice, faid he, to-day ; 

In you the fortune of Great-Britain lies ; 

Among fo brave a people, you are they 
Whom heaven has chofe to fight for fuch a prize* 
LXXVI. 

If number Englifli courages could 
We fhonld at firft have ftuinn’d, not met our foes : 
Whofe numerous fails the feaiful only tell : 

Com age from hearts and not from numbers groves. 

G 3 LXXVII, He 
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He faid, nor needed more to fay : with hafte 
To their known ftations chearfully they go; 

And all at once, difdaining to be laft. 

Solicit every gale to meet the foe* 

Lxxvnr, 

Nor did th’ encourag’d Belgians long delay, 

But bold in others, not themfdves, they flood; 

So (thick, our navy fcarce could fteer their uay. 

But feem’d to wander in a moving wood* 

LXXIX* 

Our little fleet was now engag'd fo far, 

Ibat like the fword-fifh in the whale they fought: 

The combat only feem’d a civil war> 

Till through their bowels we our pafTage wrought, 
LXXX. 

Never had .valour, no not ours, before 
Done aught like this upon the land or main, 

Where not to be o'ercome was to do more 
Tlian all tho^onqudls former kings did gain* 
hXXXI. 

The mighty ghofts of our great Harries role. 

And armed Edwards look'd with anxious eyes. 

To fee this fleet among unequal foes, 

Jfy which fate promis’d them their Charles fhoulddfe, 
LXXXIL 

Mean-time the Belgians tack upon our rear. 

And raking chafe-guns through our flerns they fend : 

Clofe by their fire-fhips, like jackals, appear. 

Who 'on their lions for the prey attend. 

LXXXIII, SI * 
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“Silent in fmoke of cannon they come on : 

Such vapours once did fiery Cacus hide : 

In thefe the height of pleased revenge is Ihewn, 

Who burn co*itented by another’s fide* 

LXXXIV» 

Sometimes from fighting fquadrons of each fleet. 
Deceiv’d themfelves, or to preferve fome friend. 

Two grapling iEtnas on the ocean meet. 

And Englifii fires with Belgian fiames contend* 

Now at each tack our little fieet grows lefi. ; 

And, like maim’d fowl, fwim lagging on the mab s 

Their greater lofs their numbers fcarce confefs. 

While they lofe cheaper than the Englilh gain. 
LXXXVI. 

Have you not feen, when wbifiied from the fift. 

Some falcon Hoops at what her eye defign^d. 

And with her eagernefs the quariy mifs’d.. 

Straight flies at check, and clips it down the wind ? 

Lxxxvn. 

The dafiard crow that to the wood made wing, 

And fees the groves no fhclter can afford. 

With her loud kaws her craven kind does bring. 

Who fafe m numbers cuff the noble bird, 

LXXXVIII. 

Among the Dutch thus Albemarle did fare: 
lie could not conquer, and difdain’d to fly; 

Pail: hop^ of fafety, ’twas his latefb care. 

Like falling Caefar, decently to die* 

G ^ 
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Yet pity did his manly fpint move. 

To fee thofe perifti who fo well had fought : 

And geiieroufly with his defpair he ftrove, 

Refolv’d to live till he their fafety wrought, 

XC. 

Let other Mufcs write his prorperous fate# 

Of conquer'd nations tell, and kings reffcor^d : 

But mine lhall fing of his eclips'd eftate. 

Which, like the fun’s, more wonders does afford, 
XCI. 

drew his mighty frigates all before. 

On which the foe his fruitlefs force employs : 

l^is weak ones deep into his rear he boic 
Remote from guns, as fick men from the noife, 
XCIl. 

His fiery cannon did their paflage guide. 

And following fmoke obfeur’d them from the foot 

Thus Ifrael, fafe from the Egyptian's pride. 

By flaming pillars and by clouds did go. 

xenr. 

Elfewhere the Belgian force we did defeat. 

But here our courages did theirs fubdue : 

So Xenophon once led that fam'd retreat. 

Which firft the Afian empire overthrew. 

XCIV. 

The foe approach'd ; and one for his bold fin 
Was funk , as he that touch'd the ark was fiain : 

The wild waves mafier'd him and fuck'd him in. 

And fmiling eddies dimpled on the main. 

XCV. This 
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XCV. 

This feen, the reft at awful diftance ftood : 

As if they had been there as fen^ants fet 
To ftay, or to go on, as he thought good,. 

And not purfue but wait on his retreat* 

xcvr. 

So Libyan huntfmen, on fome fandy plain. 

From fhady coverts rouz'd, the Hon chace : 

The kingly 'beaft roars out with loud difdain. 

And flowly moves, unknowing to give place* 

XCVIL 

But if fome one approach to dare his force. 

He fwings his tail, and fwiftly turns him round;. 
With one paw feizes on his trembling horfe. 

And with the other tears him to the grounds 
XCVIII. 

Amidft thefe toils fucceeds the balmy night ; 

Now hiding waters the quench'd guns reftore 
And weary waves withdrawing from the fights 
Lie lull'd and panting on the filent fhore* 

XCIX. 

The moon fhone clear on the becalmed flood. 

Where, while her beams like glittering fllver play. 
Upon the deck our careful general ftood. 

And deeply mus'd on the fucceeding day, 

c. 

That happy fun, faid he, will rife again. 

Who tvice Miflorious did our navy fee: 

And I alone muft view him rife in vain. 

Without one ray of all his ftar for me. 


CL Yet 
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Yet like an EngKfh general will I die. 

And all the ocean make my fpacious grave : 

Women and cowards on the land may he ; 

The fea "s a tomb that 's proper for the brave. 

CII. 

Heftlefs he pafs'd the remnant of the night. 

Till the frelh air proclaim’d the morning nigh; 

And burning fhips, the martyrs of the fight, 

Witl^ paler fires beheld the eaftern iky. 

cm. 

But now, his ft<n:es of ammunition fpent, 

I|is naked valour is his only guard ; 

Bare thundeis are from his dumb cannon fent. 

And folitary guns are fcarcely heard. 

CIV, • 

Thus far had fbutune power, he forc’d to fiay, 

Nor longer durft with virtue be at finfe : 

This as a ranfom Albemarle did pay. 

For all the glories of fo great a life- 

cv. 

For now brave Rupert from afar appears, 

Whofe waving fireamers the glad general knows f 

With full-fpread fails his eager navy lleeis. 

And every ftip in fwift proportion grows. 

CVI. 

The anxious prince had heard the cannon long, 

And from, that length of time dire omens drew 

Of Englifh overmatch’d, and Dutch too ftrong. 

Who never, fought three days, but to purfue. 

CVIL Thcn^ 
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Then, as an eagle, who with pious care 
Was beating widely on the wing for prey*. 

To her now filent eiiy does repair. 

And finds her callow infants forc'd away: 

CVIIL 

Stung with her love, fhe droops upon the plait^ 

The broken air loud whirling as Ihe flies: 

She flops and liilens, and Ihoots forth again. 

And guides her pinions by hei young ones crieg* 

With fuch kind pallion hafles the piince to fights 
And fpreads his flying can\afs to the found ; 

-Him, whom no danger were be there could flight* 
Now abfent every little noife oaja wound. 

cx. 

As in a drought the thirfty creatures cry* 

And gape upon the gathei’d clouds for raiai 

And firft the martlet meets it in the Iky, 

And with wet wings joys all the feather'd train-: 

CXI. 

With fuch glad hearts did our delpairing men 
Salute th' appearance of the prince's fleet 5 

And each ambitioully would claim the kai. 

That with fi:ift eyes did diftant fafety meet. 

CXJI. 

The D,utch, who came like greedy hinds ’before* 

To reap the harveft their ripe ears did yield. 

Now look like thole, when rolling thunders roar. 

And iheets of lightning blafl the ftanding field. ^ 

CXHL Full 
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CXIJI. 

Full in the prince's pafTage, hills of fand. 

And dangerous flats in fecret ambufh by. 

Where the ialfe tides Ikim o'ei the cover'd land*. 
And feamen with diffembled depths betray* 

CXIV. 

The wily Dutch* who like falFn angels fear’d 
This new Meffiah's coming, there did vvait. 

And round the verge their biaving veflels fteei'd* 

To tempt his courage with fo fair a bait. 

cxv. 

But he unmov'd contemns their idle threat. 

Secure of fame whene'er he pleafe to fighr: 

Hisf cold experience tempers all his heat. 

And inbred worth doth boaftmg valour flight* * 
CXVI. 

Heroic virtue did his actions guide. 

And he the fubftance not th' appearance chofe : 

To refcue one fuch friend he took more pride. 

Than to deflroy whole thoufands of fuch foes* 
CXVII. 

But when approach'd, in ftiift embraces bound, 
Rupert and Albemaile together grow : 

He joys to have his friend in fafety found. 

Which he to none but to that friend would owe. 
CXVIII. , 

The chearful foldiers, with new flores fupply'd. 

Now long to execute their fpleenful will ; 

And,' in revenge for thofe three days they try'd, 
Wifhbne, like Jofhua's, when the fun flood ftill* 

CXIX. Thus 
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CXIX. 

Thus reinfoic'd, againft the adverfe fleet. 

Still doubling ours, brave Rupert leads the way : 

With the firft bluflies of the morn they meet. 

And bring night back upon the new-born day, 

cxx. 

His prefence foon blows up the kindling fight. 

And his loud guns fpeak thick like angry men^ 

It feem'd as flaughter had been breath’d all night. 

And death new pointed his dull dart again, 

. CXXI. 

The Dutch too well his mighty conduft knew. 

And matchlefs courage, fince the former fight: 

Whofe navy like a lliiF-flretch’d cord did Ihew, 

Till he bore in and bent them into flight, 

CXXII. 

The wind he fhares, while half their fleet offends 
His open fide, and high above him ffiows : 

Upon the reft at pleafure he defcends. 

And doubly harm’d he double haims beftows* 
CXXIII. 

Behind the general mends his weary pace. 

And fullenly to his revenge he fails ; 

So glides fome trodden ferpent on the grafi, 

And long behind his wounded volume trails, 

CXXIV, 

Th’ increafing found is borne to^either Ihore, 

And for their ftakes the throwing nations iean 

Their paflions double with tlic cannons roar. 

And with warm^wilhcs each man combats there, 

eXXV, Flfd 
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cxxv. 

Ply’d thick and dole as wlicn the fight began. 

Their huge unweildy navy waftes away ; 

So ficls.en wanemg xnootiB too near the fun, 

And blunt their ercfcents on the edge of day.,- 
CXXVJ. 

And now ‘reduc'd on equal terms to fight. 

Their fhijps like waded patnmonies fhow j 

Where the thin fcattering trees admit the light. 

And fhun each other's fliadows as they groiv. 
CXXVM. 

The warlike pnnee had fevf'r'd from the red 
Two giant fhips, the pndc of all the main ; 

Which with his one fo vigoroufly he prefs'd. 

And dew fo home they could not nfe again. 
CXXVHI. 

Already batter'd, by his lee they lay. 

In vain upon the pading winds they call : 

The pading winds through their torn canvafs play, 
Andsdagging fails on hcaiticfs failors falL 
CXXIX. 

Their open'd fides receive a gloomy light,, 

Dreadful as day let into fhades below : 

Without grim death rides barefac’d in their fight, 
And 4irges entering billows as they flow., 

exxx. 

When one dire flbot, the lad tliey could fupply, 

Clofe by the board die princ?e*s main mad bore r ^ 

All three now helplefs by each other he, 

Aiid this odends not, and thofe fear no mote. 

CXXXL So 
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CXXXL 

So have I feen fome fearful hare maintain 
A xourfe, till tir’d before the dog fhe lay r 
Who llretch’d behind her pants upon the plain^ 

Pali power to kill, as fhe to get away. 

CXXXII. 

With his loll’d tongue he faintly Ikks his prey • 

His warm breath blows her flix up as fhe lies 5 
She trembling creeps upon the ground away. 

And Jooks back to him with befeeching eyes* 
CXXXIIL 

The prince unjuilly does his flats accufe. 

Which l^nder’d him to pufh his fortune on {• 

For what they to his courage did refufe> 

By moital valour never mufl be done* 

CXXXIV. 

This lucky hour the wife Batavian takes. 

And wafns his tatter’d fleet to follow home ^ 

Proud to have fo got off with equal flakes. 

Where ’twas a triumph not to be o’ercozne* 

CXXXV. 

The general’s force as kept alive by fight. 

Now not oppos’d no longer can parfue t 
Lafting till heaven had done his courage right; 

When he had conquer’d he his weakneB knew*. 
CXXXVI. 

He cafis 0 frown on the departing foe. 

And fighs to fee him quit the watery field t 
His flein fix’d e}e8 no fatisfadion fliow. 

For all the glories winch the fight did yield; 

CXXXVU. Though 
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CXXXVH. 

Though as when fiends did miracles avow. 

He ftands confefs^'d cv*n by the boaftful Dutch; 

He only does his conqueft difavow. 

And thinks too little what they found too much, 
CXXXVJH. 

RetumM, he with the fleet refoh'd to flay; 
Noftcnder thoughts of home his heart divide; 

Domeflic joys and cares he puts away ; 

For realms are houfholds which the great rauft guide, 
CXXXIX 

As thofe who unripe veins in mines explore. 

On the rich bed again the warm turf lay. 

Till time digefls the yet imperfcd ore. 

And know it will be gold another day: 

CXL. 

So looks our naonarch on this early fight, 

Th' effay and rudiments of great fuccefs: 

"Which all-maturing time rnufl bring to light. 

While Jie like heaven docs each day's labour blc& 
CXLI, 

Heaven ended not the firft or fecond day. 

Yet each was perfed to the work defign’d : 

God and kings work, when they their work furvey,^ 

A gaflive aptnefs in all fubjeds find. 

CXLII. 

In burden’d veflels firfl with fpeedy care. 

His plenteous ftores do feafon’d timber fend: 

Thither the brawny carpenters repair. 

And the furgeons of maim'd fliips attend. 

CXLIII.m 
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CXLIII. 

With cord and canvafs from rich Hamburgh fent. 

His navy’s molted wings he imps once more : 

Tall Norway fir, their mails in battle fpent. 

And Enghih oak, fprung leaks and planks, refiore, 

CXLIV. 

All hands employ’d the royal work grows warm : 

Like labouring bees on a long fummer’s day. 

Some found the trumpet for the reft to fwarm. 

And fome on bells of tafted lilies play. 

CXLV. 

'With glewy wax fome new foundations lay 

Of vngin-combs which from the roof are hung t 

Some arm’d within doois upon duty ftay. 

Or tend the lick, or educate the young. 

CXLVI. 

So here fome pick out bullets from the fides. 

Some drive old okum through each feam and rift ; 

Their left hand does the calking iron guide. 

The rattling mallet with the right they lift. 

CXLVIL 

With boiling pitch another near at hand, 

Fiom friendly Sweden brought, the learns inftops : 

Which, well paid o’er, the fait fea waves withftand. 

And (hakes them from the rifmg beak in drops. 

CXLVIII, 

Some the gall’d ropes with dawby marline bind. 

Or fear-cloth mails with ftrong tarpawling coats ; 

To try new (hrouds one mounts into the wind. 

And one below their cafe or ftiifneft notes. 

VoL. XVIIL H CXLIX. Our 
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CXLIX. 

Oux careful monarch ftands in perfon by, 

Ifis new-caft cannons firmnefs to explore : 

T|je ftrength of big*com*d powder loves to try, 

•'^nd ball and cartridge forts for every bore* 

CL. 

Rach day brings frefii fupplies of arms and men, 

And ihips which all laft winter were abroad } 

And fuch as fitted fince the fight had been. 

Or new from fiocks, were fallen into the road* 

CLL 

Tphe goodly London in her gallant trim^ 

The Phoenix, daughter of the vanifti’d old, 

Like a rich bride does to the ocean fwim. 

And on her ftiadow xides in floating gold. 

CLH. 

|fex flag aloft fpread ruflling to the wind. 

And fanguine flreamers feem the flboji to fire : 

The weaver, charm'd with what his loom defign’d. 
Goes on to fca, and knows not to retire* 

CLUI. 

I^^ith roomy decks, her guns of mighty ftrength, 
Whofe low-laid mouths each mounting billow laves 

peep in her draught, and warlike in her length. 

She feems a fca-waip flybg on the waves. 

CLIV* 

This martial prefent, pioufly defign'd. 

The loyal city give their beftdov'd king ; 

And with a bounty ample as the wind. 

Built, fitted, and maintain'd, to aid him bring. 

CLV* By 



ANNUS MIRABILISr 99 
CLV. 

By viewing nature, nature's handmaid, art 
Makes mighty things from fmall beginnings grow : 

Thus fiifhes firft to (hipping did impart. 

Their tail the rudder, and their head the prow* 

CLVI. 

Some log perhaps upon th^ waters fwam. 

An ufelefs dnft, which rudely cut within. 

And hollow’d firft a floating trough became, ^ 

And crofs fome rivulet paflfage did begin* 

CLVII. 

In (hipping fuch as this, the Irifh kern. 

And untaught Indian on the (hcam did glide : 

Ere (harp-keel'd boats to ftem the flood did learn. 

Or fin-like oars did fpread from either iide.- 
CLVIII. 

Add but a fail, and Saturn fo appear'd. 

When from loft empire he to exile went. 

And with the golden age to Tyber fteer’d. 

Where coin and commerce firft he did invent,. 

CLIX. 

Rude as their (hips was navigation then ; 

No ufeful compafs or meridian known 5 

'Coafting, they kept the land within their* ken. 

And knew no North but when the-Bole-ftar (hone* 
CjLX. 

Of all who (ince have us'd the open fea„ 

Than the bold Englifh none more fame have won : 

Beyond the year, and out of heaven's higi^ way,* 

They make difeoveries where they fee no fun* 

H z CLXI. But 



loo 


1> R y D E N"S POEMS. 
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But what fo long in vain, and yet unknown. 

By poor mankind's benighted wit is fought. 

Shall in this age to Britain firft be Ihown, 

And hence be to admiring nations taught, 
CLXII. 

The ebbs of tides and their myfterious flow. 

We, as art’s elements, fhall underftand. 

And as by line upon the ocean go, 

Whofe paths fhall be familiar as the land. 
CLXin. 

Inftruded fhips fhall fail to quick commerce. 

By which remoteft regions are ally'd ; 

Which makes one city of the univerfe ; 

Where fame may gain, and all may be fupply’d. 
CLXIV. 

Then we upon our globe's lafl verge fhall go. 

And view .the ocean leaning on the Iky: 

From thence our rolling neighbours we fhall know. 
And on the lunar world fecurely pry. 

CLXV. 

This I foretel from your aufpicious care. 

Who great in fearch of God and nature grow ; 

Who beft your wife Creator's praife declare. 

Since beft to praife hi^ works is befl to know* 
CLXVL 

O truly royal ! who behold the law 

And rule of beings in your maker’s mind : 

And thence, like limbecs, rich ideas draw. 

To fit the level'd ufe of human-kind. 


CLXVII. But 
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But firft the toils of war we muft endure. 

And from th* injurious Dutch redeem the feas» 

War makes the valiant of his right fecure. 

And gives up fraud to be chaftis'd with eaie» 
CLXviir. 

Already were the Belgians on our coaft,, 

, Whofc fleet more mighty every day became 

By late fuccefs, which they did falfely boaft. 

And now by firft appearing feem'd to claim* 

CLXIX. 

Defigning, fubtle, diligent, andclofe,. 

They knew to manage war with wife delay; 

Yet all thofe arts their \anity did crofs. 

And by their pride their prudence did betray, 

CLXX. 

Nor ilaid the Englifh long ; but w'dl fupply’d. 

Appear as numerous as th’ infultmg foe ; 

The combat now by courage muft be try"d. 

And the fuccefs the braver nation fhowv 
CLXXI. 

There was the Plymouth fquadronnow come in. 

Which in the Straights lall winter was abroad ; 

Which twice on Bifcay's working bay had been. 

And on the midland fca the French had aw'd. 
CLXXII. 

Old expert Allen, loyal all along. 

Fam'd for his a6tion on the Smyrna fleet : 

And Holmes, whofe name fhall Jive in epic fong. 

While mufic numbers, or while verfe has feet.. 

H j CLXXUL 



lOZ DRT DEN'S POEMS. 

CLXXIII. 

Holmes, the Achates of the general's fight j 
Who firft bewitch'd our eyes with Guinea gold: 

As once old Cato in the Roman fight 
The tempting fruits of Afric did unfold. 

CLXXIV. 

With him went Sprag, as bountiful as brave. 

Whom his high courage to command had brought : 

Harman, who did the twice-fir'd Harry favCi 
And in his burning fhip undaunted fought. 

CLXXV. 

Young Hollis on a Mufe by Mars begot. 

Born, Caefar like, to write and aft great deeds; 

Impatient to revenge bis fatal {hot. 

His right hand doubly to his left fiicceeds. 

CLXXVI. 

Thoufands were there in darker fame that dwell, 

Whofe deeds fome nobler poem (hall adorn : 

And though to me unknown, they fure fought well. 
Whom Rupert led, and who were Britilh born. 

CLXXVJI. 

Of every fize an hundred fighting fail : 

So vafi the navy now at anchor rides. 

That underneath it the prefs'd waters fail. 

And with its weight it {boulders off the tides. 

CLXXVXII. 

Now anchors weigh'd the feamen ihout fo fhrill, 

That heaven and earth and the wide ocean rings : 

A breeze from weilward waits their fails to fill. 

And refis in tbofe high beds his downy wings. 

CLXXIX. The 
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The wary Dutch this gathering florm forefaw. 

And durft not bide it on the EngUfh coaft : 

Behind their treacherous fhaliows they withdraw. 

And there lay fnares to catch the Britifh hoft* 
CLXXX. 

So the falfe fpider, when her nets are fpread. 

Deep axnbulh’d in her filent den does he ; 

And feels far off the trembling of her thread, 

Whofe filmy cord fhould bind the ftruggling fiy, 
CLXXXI* 

Then if at laft £he find him fafi befet. 

She iffues forth and runs along her loom : 

She joys to touch the captive in her net. 

And drags the little wretch in triumph home. 
CLXXXII, 

The Belgians hop’d that, with diforder’d hafie, , 

Our deep-cut keels upon the fands might run : 

Or if with caution leifurely were paft. 

Their numerous grofs might charge us one by one* 
CLXXXm. 

But with a fore-wind pulhing them above. 

And fwciling tide that heav’d them from below. 

O’er the blind flats our warlike fquadrons move. 

And with fpread fails to welcome battle go. 
CLXXXIV. 

It feem’d as there the Bntifh Neptune flood. 

With all his hofts of waters at command. 

Beneath them to fubmit th’ officious flood ; 

And With lus indent fhov’d them off the fand. 

H 4 'CLXXXV. To 
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ChXXXV. 

To the pale foes they fuddenly draw iiear> 

And furnmon them to unexpe6led fight : 

They ftart like murderers when ghofts appear. 

And draw their curtains in the dead of night* 
CLXXXVI. 

Now van to van the foremoli fquadrons meet. 

The midmoft battles haftening up behind . 

Who view far o£F the ftorm of falling fleet. 

And hear their thunder rattling in the wind* 
CLXXXVIl. 

At length the adverfe admirals appear ; 

The two bold champions of each country’s right %. 

Their eyes defcnbe the lifts as they come near. 

And draw the lines of death before they fight* 
cLXXXvni. 

The diftance judged for £hot of every fize^ 

The linftocs touch, the ponderous ball expires t 

The vigorous feaman every port holes plies. 

And adds his heart to every gun he fixes I 
CtXXXIX. 

Fierce was the fight on the proud Belgians fide. 

For honour, which they feldom fought before : 

But now they by their own vain boafts were ty’d> 

. And forc'd at leaft in lliew to prize it more, 
cxc. 

But lharp remembrance on the Englifli part, 

And (hame of being match'd by fuch a foe, 

Houze confcious virtue up in every heart. 

And feeming to be ftronger makes them fo# 

CXCL Km 
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Nor long the Belgians could that fleet fiiftab. 

Which did two generals" fates, and Caefar’s bear : 

Each feveial fhip a vKflory did gain. 

As Rupert or as Albemarle were there* 

CXCII. 

Their battered admiral too foon withdrew. 

Unthank'd by ours for his unfinifli'd fight : 

But he the minds of his Dutch mailers knew. 

Who call'd that providence which we call'd flight* 
CXCIII. 

Never did men more joyfully obey. 

Or fooner underflood the fign to fly : 

With fuch alacrity they bore away. 

As if, to praife them, all the States flood by^ 

CXCIV. 

O famous leader of the Belgian fleet. 

Thy monument infcrih’d fuch praife {hall wear;5. 

As Varro timely flying once did meet, 

Becaufe he did not of his Rome defpair* 

cxcy. 

Behold that navy, which a while before 
Provok'd the tardy Englilh clofe to fight ; 

Now draw their beaten veflels clofe to fhore. 

As larks he dat'd to fhun the hobbies flight* 

CXCVI. 

Whoe'er would Englifh monuments furvey„ 

In other records may our courage know : 

But let them hide the flory of this day, 

Whofc fame was blenulh'd by too bafe a foe* 

cxcvn. Or 
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cxcvir* 

Or if too bufiljr they will enquire 
Into a viftory, which we difdain ; 

Then let them know the Belgians did retire 
Before the patron faint of injurM Spain. 
CXCVIIL 

Repenting England this revengeful day 
To Philip's manes did an offering bring : 

England, which firft, by leading them allray. 
Hatch'd up rebellion to deHroy her king. 
CXCIX. 

Our fathers bent their baneful induflry. 

To check a monarchy that llowly grew ; 

But did not France or Holland's fate forefee, 
Whofe rifmg power to fwift dominion flew, 
cc. 

In fortune's empiie blindly thus we go. 

And wander after pathlefs defliny ; 

Whofe dark reforts fince prudence cannot know. 
In vain it would provide for what lhall be. 

CCI. 

Eat whate er Englxlh to the blefs'd lhall go. 

And the fourth Hany or firft Orange meet j 

Find him difowning of a Bourbon foe. 

And him detefting a Batavian fleet. 

CCII. 

Now on their coafts our conquejing navy rides. 
Waylays their merchants, and their land befets ; 

Each day new wealth without their c^re piovides ; 
They lie afleep with priaes m their nets. 


CCin* So 
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CCIII. 

"So clofe behind fome promontory lie 

The huge leviathans attend their pr^ ; 

And give no chace, but fwallow in the fry. 

Which thi^ough their gaping jaws miftake the way. 
CCIV. 

Nor was this all : in ports and roads remote, 
Deftrudive fires among whole fleets we fend ; 

Triumphant flames upon the water float. 

And out-bound (hips at home their voyage end. 

ccv. 

Thofe various fquadrons vaiioufly defign’d. 

Each veflel freighted with a feveral load. 

Each f(juadron waiting for a feveral wind. 

All find but one, to burn them in the road. 

CCVI. 

Some bound for Guinea golden fand to find. 

Bore all the gauds the fimple natives wear: 

Some for the pride of Turkifli courts defign*d. 

For folded turbants fineft Holland bear* 

CCVll. 

Some Englifh wool vex'd in a Belgian loom. 

And into cloth of fpungy foftnefs made. 

Did into France or colder Denmark doom. 

To ruin with worfe ware our ftaple trade* 

ccviri. 

Our greedy leamen rummage every hold. 

Smile on the booty of each wealthier chefl ; 

And as the pnefts who with their gods make bold, 
Take what they like, and facnfice the refl* 

CCIX* But 
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But ah ! how infincere are all our joys I 

Which, fent from heaven, like lightning make no flay : 

Their palling tafte the journey's length deilro}s,^ 

Or grief fent poll o’ertakes them on the way. 

ccx. 

Sweird with our late fucceffes on the foe. 

Which France and Holland wanted pou er to crofs. 

We urge an unfeen fate to lay us low, 

And feed their envious eyes with Enghfli lofs. 
CCXI. 

Each clement his dread command obeys. 

Who makes or ruins with a fmile or frowm ; 

Who, as by one he did our nation raife. 

So now he with another pulls us dowm. 

CCXII. 

Yet, London, emprefs of the northern clime. 

By an high fate thou gieatly didfl expire ; 

Great as the world's, which, at tlie death of time, 
Muft fall, and rife a noblei frame by fire. 

CCXIII, 

As when fome dire ufurper hea\ en provides. 

To fcourge his country with a lawlefs fwayj 

His biith, perhaps, fome petty \iilage hides. 

And fets his cradle out of fortune's way. 

CCXIV. 

Till, fully ripe, his fwelling fate breaks out. 

And hurries him to mighty mifchiefs on . 

His prince, furpriz'd at firft, no ill could doubt. 

And wants tiie power to meet it when 'us known. 

CCXV. Such 
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Such was the rife of this prodigious fire. 

Which in mean buildings firft obfcurely bred. 

From thence did foon to open ftreets afpire. 

And ftraight to palaces and temples fpread. 

CCXVI. 

The diligence of trades and noifeful gain. 

And luxury more late, aflcep were laid : 

All was the night’s, and in her filent reign 
No found the reft of nature did invade* 

CCXVir. 

In this deep quiet, from whatfource unknown, 

Thofe feeds of fire their fatal birth difclofe ; 

And firft few fcattering fparks about were blown. 

Big v/ith the flames that to our rum rofe. 

CCXVIII. 

Then in fome clofe-pent room it crept along. 

And fmouldering as it went, in filence fed ; 

Till th’ infant monfter, with devouring ftrong, 

Walk’d boldly upright with exalted head, 

CCXIX. 

Now like fome rich or mighty murderer. 

Too great for prifon, which he breaks with gold ; 

Who frefher for new mifchiefs does appear. 

And dares the world to tax him with the old : 

ccxx. 

So fcapes th’ infulting fire his narrow jail. 

And makes fmall outlets into open air : 

There the fierce winds his tender force alfaiJ, 

And beat him downward to his firft repair* 

CCXXI, The 



D R y D E N’S P O E M 


no 

CGXXI. 

The winds like crafty courtezans with-heM 

His flames from burning, but to blow them morei 

And every frelh attempt he is repeird 
With faint denials weaker than before* 

CCXXIU 

And now no longer letted of his prey,. 

He leaps up at it with enragM defire : 

Overlooks the neighbours with a wide furvey. 

And nods at every houle his threatening fire* 

ccxxiir. 

The ghofts of traitors from the bridge defcend. 

With bold fanatic fpedres to rejoice : 

About the fire into a dance they bend. 

And ling their labbath notes with feeble voice; 
CCXXiV. 

Our guardian angel faw them where they fate 
Above the palace of our {lumbering king ; 

He figh'd, abandoning his charge to fate. 

And drooping, oft look'd back upon the wing, 
CCXXV. 

At length the crackling noife and dreadful blaze 
Call’d up fome waking lover to the fight , 

And long it was ere he the left could raife, 

Whofe heavy eyelids yet were full^of night* 
CCXXVI. 

The next to danger, hot purfued by fate, 
Half-cloath’d, half-naked, haflily retire : 

And frighted mothers ftrike their breafis too late. 

For helplefs infants left amidfl the fire. 

CCXXVIL Their 
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ccxxnu 

Their cries foon waken all the dwellers near; 

Now murmuring noifcs rife in every ilreet : 

The more remote run Humbling with their featj. 

And in the dark men juftie as they meet* 

ccxxviir. 

So weary bees in little cells repofe 
But if night-robbers lift the well-ftor^d hive. 

An humming through their waxen city gro'ws. 

And out upon each other*s wings they dnve* 
CCXXIX. 

Now Hreets grow throng’d and buly as by day t 
Some run for buckets to the hallow’d quire t 

Some cut the pipes, and fome the engines play> 

And fome more bold mount ladders to the fire,. 
CCXXX. 

In vain i for from the EaH a Belgian, wind 
His hoftile breath through the dry rafters fent 

The flames impeird foon left their foes behind. 

And forward with a wanton fuiy went. 

CCXXXI. 

A key of fire ran all along tlie fhore. 

And lighten’d all the river with a blaze : 

The waken’d tides began again to roar. 

And wondering fifii in fhinmg waters gaze#, 
CCXXXII. 

Old father I'hames rais’d up his reverend head. 

But feai’d the fate of Simois would return : 

Deep m his ooze he fought his fedgy bed. 

And ihrunk his waters back into bis um# 

CCXXXHL 
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The fire, mean-time, walks in a broader grofs; 

To either hand his wings he opens wide : 

He wades the ftreets, and firaight he reaches ciofs. 
And plays his longing flames on th’ other fide. 
CCXXXIV. 

At firfl: they warm, then fcorch, and then they take ; 
Now with long necks from fide to fide they feed : 

At length grown firong their mother-fiie forfake. 

And a new colony of flames fucceed. 

CCXXXV. 

To e''’ery nobler portion of the town 

The curling billows roil their reftlefs tide : 

In parties now they firaggic up and down. 

As armies unoppos’d for prey divide. 

CCXXXVl. 

One mighty fquadron with a fide- wind fped. 

Through narrow lanes his cumber’d fire does hafie. 

By poi\ erful charms of gold and filvei led. 

The Lombard bankeis and the Change to wafie. 
CCXXXVII. 

Another backwaid to the Tower would go. 

And fiowiy eats his way againft the wind ; 

But the main body of the marching foe 
Againft th’ imperial palace is defign’d. 
ccxxxviir 

Now day appears, and with the day the king, 

Whofe early care had robb’d him of his reft : 

Far off the cracks of falling houfes ring, 

And fhrieks of fubjects pierce his tender breaft, 

CCXXXIX. Near 
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CCXXXIX 

Near as he draws, thick harbingers of fmoke 
With gloomy pillars cover all tlie place j 
Whofe little inteivals of night are broke 
By fparks, that drive againft his facied face* 

CCXL. 

More than his guards his foirovi s made him known. 
And pious tears v/hich down his cheeks did Ihover^ 
The wretched m his grief xbrgot their own ; 

So much the pity of a king has pov\ er. 

CCXLL 

He i^cpt the {laines of v*hat he lov*d fo well. 

And diat fo well had merited his love : 

For never pnnee in grace did more excel. 

Or royal city more in duty ftrove* 

CCXLIi. 

Nor with an idle care did he behold : 

' Subjefts may grieve, but monarchs muft redre£^ 

He cheats the fearful, and commends the bold. 

And makes defpaiiei:^ hope for good fuccefs* 

CCXLIII. 

Himfclf direfts what fiiH is to be done. 

And ofdeis all the fuccourj> which they bring ; 

The helpful and the good about him run. 

And form an army worthy fuch a king, 

CCXkiy. 

He fees the diie contagion fpread fo faft. 

That where it feizes all relief is vam ; 

And therefore muff unwillingly lay wade 
That country, winch would elfe die foe maintain^ 
Vou XVii:. I CCXLV, The 
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The powder blows up all before the fire*: 

Th’ amazed flames fland gathei’d on a heap; 

And from the precipice’s brink retire. 

Afraid to venture on fo large a leap. 

CCXLVI. 

Thus fighting fires a while themfelves confume. 

But ftraight like Turks forc’d cn to win or die. 

They fiift lay tender bridges of their fume, 

And o’er the breach in unduous vapours fly. 
CCXLVII. 

Part flay for paflage, till a guft of wind 
Ships o’er their forces in a fhimng flieet : 

Part creeping under ground their journey blind. 

And climbing from below their fellow s meet# 
CCXLVIIl. 

Thus to fome defert plain, or old wood-fide. 

Dire night-hags come from far to dance their round j 

And o’er broad rivers on their fiends they ride. 

Or fweep in clouds above the blafted ground* 
CCXXIX. 

help avails : for, hydra-like, the fire 
Lifts up his hundred heads to aim his w^ay i 

And fcarce the wealthy can one half retire. 

Before he mihes in to lliare the prey. 

CCL. 

The rich grow fuppliant, and the poor grow proud : 
Thofe offer mighty gam, and thefe alk more ; 

So void of pity is th’ ignoble crowd. 

When others ruin may iacreafe their ftore. 

CCLL As 
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CCLI. 

As tliofe who live b}' Ihores with joy behold 
Some wealthy veflel fplit or ftranded nigh; 

And from the locks leap down for IhipwreckM gold. 
And feck the tempefts which die others fly ; 

CCLII. 

So thefe but wait the owneis lafl defpair. 

And what permitted to the flames invade 5 

Ev'n from their jaw s they hungry morfels tear, 

And on their backs the fpoils of Vulcan lade. 

ccLiir 

The daj^’s were all in this lofl laboui fpent ; 

And when the weary king gaxc place to night. 

His beams he to his ro'^al biother lent. 

And fo fhone hill in his rcficdhve light. 

CCLIV. 

Night came, but widiout daiknefs or lepofe,, 

A difmal pidure of the general doom ; 

Where fouls diftrafted w hen the trumpet blows. 

And half unready With their bodies come. 

CCLV. 

Thofe who have homes, when home they do lepair. 

To a lafl: lodging call their wandering friends . 

Their fhort uneafy fleeps arc broke with care. 

To look how ncai their own defl:riw5tion tends. 

CCLVI. 

Thofe who have none, fit round where once it was. 
And with full eyes each wonted room recjuire: 

Haunting tie yet warm afhes of the place. 

As murdei’d men walk wfaeie they did expire* 

I z ' CCLVII, Soms 
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CCLVII. 

Some ftir up coals and watch the veftal fire. 

Others m vain from fight of ruin run ; 

And while through burning labyrinths they retue. 

With loathing eyes repeat what they would fiiun. 

CCLVIIL 

The rnoffc in fields like herded beafts lie down. 

To dews obnoxious on the grafify floor ; 

And while their babes in fleep their forrows drot^n, 

Sad parents watch the remnants of their ftore. 

CCLIX. 

While by the motion of the flames they guefs 
What.ftreets are burning now, and what are near. 

An infant waking to the paps would prefs, 

And meets, inftead of milk, a failing tear. 

CCLX. 

No thought can eafe them but their fovereign’^ care, 
Whofe praife th’ alHi^led as theii comfort fing : 

Ev’n thofe, whom want might drive to jnfl defpair, 
Think life a blefling under fuch a king. 

CCLXI. 

Mean-time he fadly fuffers in their grief. 

Out-weeps an hermit, and out-prays a faint ; 

All the long night 'he fiudies their relief. 

How tliey may be fupply'd, and he may want. 

CCLXII. 

O God, faid he, thou patron of my days. 

Guide. of my youth in exile and diflrefs ! 

Who me unfriended brought^fl: by wondrous w ays. 

The kingdom of mj fathers to pofiefs.; 

CCLXni. Be 
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Be thou my judge^ with what unweary *d care 
I fince have labour’d for my people’s good ; 

To bind the bruifes of a civil war. 

And ftop the ilTues of their wafting blood* 

CCLXIV. 

Thou who haft taught me to forgive the ill, > 

' And recompenfe as friends the good milled ; 

If mercy be a precept of thy will. 

Return that mercy on thy fervaat’s head» 

CCLXV. 

Or if my heedlefs youth has ftep’d aflray, . 

Too foon forgetful of. thy gracious hand;. 

On me alone thy juft difpleafure lay. 

But take thy judgments from this mourning land* 
CCLXVL 

We all have finn’d, and thou haft' laid us low^ 

As humble earth from whence at firft we came : 

Like flying fhades before the clouds we lliow. 

And ftrrink like parchment in confuming flame. ’ 
CCLXVII. 

O let it be enough what thou haft done ; * 

When fpotted deaths ran arm’d through every ftreet. 

With poifon’d darts which not the good could lliun. 
The fpeedy could out-fly, ,or valiant meet. 

CCLXViU. 

The living few, and frequent funerals then. 

Proclaim’d thy wrath on this forlaken place ; . 

And now thofe few who are return’d again, • 

Thy fcarching judgments to their dwellings trace. 

I 5 CCLXIX, O 
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O pafs not. Lord, an abfolute decree. 

Or bind thy fentcnce unconditional : 

But in thy fentence our remorfe forefee. 

And in that forefight this thy doom recah 
CCLXX. 

Thy threatenings, Lord, as thine thou may’fl: i evoke: 
But if immutable and fix'd they Hand, 

Continue ftill thyfelf to give the fiioke. 

And let not foreign foes opprefs thy land. 

CCLXXI. 

Th’ Eternal heard, and from the heavenly quire 
Chofe out the cherub with the flaming f\void; 

And bade him fwiftly drive th' approaching fire 
From where our naval magazines were ftor'd. 
CCLXXIX. 

The blefifed minifter his wings dilplay^d. 

And like a fliooting ftar he cleft the night : 

He charg'd the flames, and th )fe that difobey'd 
He lafh'd to duty with his fword of light. 
ccLXXiir. 

The fugitive flames chaftis'd went foith to prey 
On pious ftrudlures, by our fathers reai'd , 

By which to heaven they did affedl the way. 

Ere faith in churchmen without works was heard* 
CCLXXIV. 

The wanting orphans faw with watery eyes. 

Their founders charity in dufi: laid low ; 

And fent to God their ever-anfwer'd cries. 

For he protetls the poor^ who made them fo. 

CCLXXV. Nor 
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CCLXXV. 

Nor could thy fabric, PauFs, defend thee long. 
Though thou wert facrcd to thy Maker^’s praife « 
Though made immortal by a poeFs fong ; 

And poets fongs the Theban walls ^could rai{e» 
CCLXXVI. 

The daring flames peep’d in, and faw from far 
The awful beauties of the facred quire : 

But, fince It was prophan’d by civil war. 

Heaven thought it fit to have it purg’d by Are* 

ccLxxvir. 

Now down the narrow llreets it fwiftly came. 

And Widely opening did on both fides prey : 

This benefit we fadly owe the flame. 

If only rum muft enlarge our way# 

CCLXXVilJ. 

And now four da} s the fun had feen our woes ; 

Four nights the moon beheld th’ incefiaiit fire : 

It feein’d as if the liars more fickly rofe. 

And farther from the fe\eri{h north retire* 
CCLXXIX. 

In th’ empyrean heaven, the blefs’d abode. 

The thiones and the dominions proflrate lie. 

Not daring to behold their angry God; 

And an hulh’d filence damps the tuneful Iky* 
CCLXXX. 

At length th’ Almighty call a pitying eye. 

And mercy foftly touch’d his melting breafl: : 

He faw the town’s one half in rubbilh lie. 

And eager flames drive on to itorm the lefi. 

I 4 CCLXXXI. An 
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An hollow cry^A pyramid he takes. 

In finnamental waters dipt above j 

Of it a broad extingusfiier he makes. 

And hoods the flames that to their quarry dro^e, 
CCLXXXII. 

The vanquifliM fires withdraw from every place, 

Or full with feeding fink into a fleep . 

Each houfhold genius fhews again Ins face. 

And from the healths the little lares creep^ 
CCLXXXIII. 

Our king this more than natural change beholds ; 
With fober joy his heart and eyes abound : 

To the All-good his lifted hands he folds. 

And thanks him low on his redeemed ground. 
CCLXXXIV. 

As when lharp frofls '’41 ng conftrain’d the earth, 

A kindly thaw unlccKs it with cold lain ; 

And firfl the tendei blade peeps up to birth, 

Andflraight thegreen fields laugh w ith promis’d giaini 
CCLXXXV 

By fuch degrees the fpreading gladnefs grew 
In eyery heart which fear had froze before : 

The ftandmg ftreets with fo much joy they view. 
That with lefs grief the perifli’d tliey deplore. 
CCLXXXVJ. 

TI € father ©f the people open’d wide 
His,ftores, and all the poor with plenty fed : 

Thus God’s anointed God’s own place fupply d. 

And fill’d the empty with his daily bread. 

CCJLXXXVIL 
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CCLXXXVII. 

This royal bounty brought its own reward. 

And in their minds fo deep did print the fenfe ; 

That if their ruins fadly they regard, 

*Tis but wiili feax the fight might drive him thence«* 
CCLXXXViiL 

But fo may he live long, that town to fway. 

Which by his aulpice they will nobler make. 

As he will hatch their afhes by his ftay. 

And not their humble ruins now forfake* 
CCLXXXIX. 

They have not loft their loyalty by fire ; 

ISior IS their courage or their wealth fo low. 

That fiom his wars they poorly would retire. 

Or beg the pity of a vanquifti’d foe, 

ccxc„ 

Not with more conftancy the Jews, of old 
By Cyrus from rewarded exile fent,. 

Their royal city did in duft: behold. 

Or with more vigour to rebuild it went. 

CCXCI. 

The utmoft malice of the ftars is paft. 

And two due comets, which have fcourg'd the towii„ 

In their own plague and lire have breath’d the laft,^ 

Or dimly in their finking focket^ frown. 

CCXCII. 

Now frequent trines the happier lights among. 

And high-iais’d Jove from his dark prifon freed, 

Thofe weights took off that on his planet hung, 

’fV ill gjoiioufiy the new-laid work fucceed. 

CCXCHI. Me^ 
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Methinks already from this chemic fiame^ 

I fee a city of more precious mold ; 

Rich as the town which gives the Indies name* 

With filver pav'd, and all divine v ith gold. 
CCXCIV. 

^Ireading labouring with a mighty fate. 

She lhakes the rubbifh from her mounting brow, 

And feems to have renew'd her charter's dare. 

Which heaven will to the death of time allow, 

ccxcv. 

More great than human now, and more auguft. 

Now deify'd fhe from her fires does rife ; 

Her widening llreets on new foundations trufi:. 

And opening into larger parts Ihe flies. 

CCXCVI. 

Before (he like fome fhepherdefs did fiiow. 

Who fat to bathe her by a river's fide; 

Not anlwering to her fame, but rude and low, 

Nor taught the beauteous arts of modern pride, 

ccxcvii. 

Now like a maiden queen fhe will behold. 

From her high tunets, hourly fuitors come ; 

The Eafi: with incenfe, and the Weft with gold. 

Will Hand like fuppliants to receive her doom. 

CCXCVIII. 

The filver Thames, her own domeftic flood. 

Shall bear her vefiels like a fweeping tiain ; 

And often wind, as of his miftrefs proud. 

With longing eyes to meet her face again. 

CCXCIX. The 
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CCXCIX. 

The wealthy Ta^us, and the wealthier Rhine, 

The gloiy of th^ir towns no more fhall boaft. 

And Seyne, that would with Belgian rivers join. 

Shall find her luflre ftain’d, and traffic loft* 

ccc. 

The venturous merchant, who delign*d more far. 

And touches on our holpitable Ihore, 

‘Charm’d with the Iplendor of this northern ftar. 

Shall here unlade him, and depart no more. 

CCCI. 

"Our powerful navy fhall no longer meet. 

The wealth of France or Holland to invades 

The beauty of this town without a fleet. 

From all the world fhall vindicate her trade* 

CCCII. 

A*nd while this fam’d emporium we prepare. 

The Biitifh ocean fhall fuch triumphs boaft. 

That thofe, who now difdain our trade to ftiare. 

Shall rob like pirates on our wealthy coaft. 

CCCIIX. 

Already we have conquei’d half the war. 

And the lefs dangerous part is left behind : 

Our trouble now is but to make them dare. 

And not fo great to vanquifh as to find. 

CCCIV. 

Thus to the eaftern wealth tlrrough ftorms we go. 

But now, the Cape once doubled^ fear no more 5 

A coiif ant trade-wind will fecurely blow. 

And gently lay us on the fpicy Ihore* 


A N 
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ESSAY UPON SATIRE. 

BY MR- DRYDEN, AND THE EARL OF 
MUL GRAVE. 

H OW dull, and how infenfible a beaft 

Is man, who yet would lord it o'er the reft ! 
Pliilofophers and poets vainly ftrove 
In every age the lumpifh niafs to mo've : 

Bat thofe were pedants, when compar’d with thefe. 
Who know not only to inftruifl:, but pleafe* 

Poets alone found the delightful way, 

Myfterious morals gently to convey 
In charming numbers 5 fo that as men grew 
Pleas’d with their poems, they grew wifer too. 

Satire has always fiione anrong the rell. 

And is the boldcH way, if not the bed. 

To tell men freely of their fouled faults ; 

To laugh at their vain deeds, and vamcr thoughts. 

In fatire too the wife took diderent wayo*j 
To each deferving its peculiar praife. 

Some did all folly with jud fharpnefs blame, 

Whild others laugh’d, and fcorn’d them into fliame. 
But of thefe tw'-o, the laffc fucceeded bed. 

As men atm righted when they {hoot m jed. 

Yet, if w'e may prefume to blame our guides. 

And cenfare thofe who cenfure all befides, 

la 
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In othex things they juftly are preferred : 

In this alone methmks the ancients eri'd ; 

Againft the groHeft follies they declaim ; 

Hard they pmfue, but hunt ignoble game. 

Nothing IS eafier than fnch blots to hit. 

And 'tis the talent of each vulgar wit . 

'Befides ’tis labour lofl: , for who would preach 
Morals to ArmUrong, or dull Afton teach ? 

^Tis being devout at play, wife at a ball. 

Or bringing wit and fnendfhip to Whitehall. 

But with lharp eyes thofe nicer faults to find. 

Which he obfburely in the wifeft mind ; 

Ihat little fpeck which all the reft does fpoil. 

To wafh off that would be a noble toil ; 

Beyond the loofe-writ libels of this age. 

Or the forc’d fcenes of our declining ftage; 

Above all cenfure too, each little wit 
Will be fo^lad to fee the greater hit ; 

Who judging bettei, though concern’d the moft. 

Of fuch corredion wull have caufe to boaft. 

Jn fuch a fanre ail would feek a fhare. 

And every fool will fancy he is there. 

Old ftory-tdiers too muft pine and die. 

To fee their antiquated wit laid by; 

Like her, who mifs’d her name in a lampoon. 

And griev’d to find herfelf decay’d fo foon. 

No common coxcomb muft be mention’d heie : 

Not the dull train of dancing fparlcs appear; 

Nor fluttering officers who never fight ; 

Of .fuch a wretched rabble who would write? 


Much 
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Much kfs half wics : that ’s more againft our rules ; 
For they are fops, the other are but fbols. 

Who would not be as fiUy as Dunbar ? 

As dull as Monmouth^ rather than Sii Carr? 

The cunning courtier Ihould be flighted too. 

Who with dull knaveiy makes fo much ado ; 

Till the flirewd fool,, by thriving too too M, 

Like iEfop’s fox becomes a prey at lall*. 

Nor fliall the royal miflrejOfes be nam'd,, 

Too ugly, or too eafy, to be blam'd , 

With whom each rhyming fool keeps fuch a pother. 
They are as common that way as the other . 

Yet fauntering Charles, between lus beaflly brace. 
Meets with diflembling ftill in either place, 

Affeded humour, or a painted face. 

In loyal libels we have often told him. 

How one has jilted him, the other fold him : 

How that affedfs to laugh, how this to weep ; 

But who can rail fo long as he can fleep 
Was ever prmce by t^o at once mifled, 

Falfe,- foolifh, old, ill-natur’d, and ill-bred ? 

Eainley and Aylefbury, with ail that race 
Of bufy blockheads, fliall have here no place , 

At council fet as foils on Dorfet's fcore. 

To make that great falfe jewel fliine the more ; 

Who all that while was thought exceeding wife. 

Only for taking pains and telling lies. 

But there 's no meddling with fuch naufeous men ; 
Their very names have tii'd my lazy pen ; 

^Tis 
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^Tis time to quit tlieii company, and chufe 
Some fitter fubjed for a fharper Mufe. 

Firft, let ’s behold the merrieft man alive 
Againft his carelefs genius vainly ftrive ; 

Quit his deal eafe, fome deep defign to lay, 

’Gamfl a fet time, and then forget the day : 

Yet he will laugh at his beft friends, and be 
Juft as good company as Nokes and Lee* 

Bpt when he aims at reafon or at rule. 

He turns himfelf the beft to ridicule* 

Let him at bufinefs ne’er fo eanieft fit. 

Shew him but mirth, and bait that mirth with wit j 
That fhadow of a jeft fhall be enjoy’d. 

Though he left all mankind to be deftroy’d* 

So cat tiansform’d fat gravely and demure. 

Till moufe appear’d, and thought himfelf fecure ; 

But foon the lady had him in her eye. 

And from her friend did juft as oddly fly. 

Reaching above our nature does no good j 
We muft fail back to our old flefli and blood j 
As by our little Machiai el we find 
'I’hat niinbleft creature of the bufy kind. 

His limbs are crippled, and his body fhakes ; 

Yet Ins hard mind, which all this buftle makes. 

No pity of its pool companion takes. 

What gravity can hold from laughing out. 

To fee him drag his feeble legs about. 

Like hounds ill-coupIed ? Jowler lugs him ftill 
Through hedges, ditches, and tbiough all that ’s ilL 

'’Twerc 
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’Twere crime in any man but him alone 
ufe a bod/ fo, though 'tis one's own : 

Yet this falfe co , 'brt never gives him o'er, 

That whilfl: he ere ‘ps his vigorous thoughts can foar : 
Alas ! that fearing, t j thofe few that know. 

Is but a bufy grov elmg here below. 

So men in Capture think they mount the Iky, 

Whilft on the ground th' in tranced wretches lie : 

So modern fops have fancy ’d they could fly. 

As the new earl with parts deferving praife. 

And wit enough to laugh at his own ways ; 

Yet lofes all foft days and fenfual nights. 

Kind nature checks, and kinder fortune flights ; 
Striving againft Ms quiet all he can. 

For the fine notion of a bufy man. 

And^what is that at be^1:, but one, whofe mind 
Is made to tire himfelf and all mankind ? 

For Ireland he would go ; faith, let him reign ^ 

For if fome odd fantailic lord would fain 
Carry m trunks, and ail my drudgery do, 

I 'ii not only pay him, but admire him too. 

But is there any other beaft that lives, 

"M^ho bis O'ATi harm fo wittingly contrives ^ 

■Will anr dog, that has his teeth ^nd ftones, 

Refinediy leave his bitches and his bones, 

To turn a wheel, and bark to be employ'd. 

While Venus is by rival dogs enjoy'd ? 

Yet this Fond man, to get a ftatefman’s name. 

Forfeits his friends, his freedom, and hu fame. 

Though 
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Though fatirc nicely writ no humour flings 
But thofe who merit praife in other things , 

Yet we muft needs this one eKception make. 

And break our rules foi folly Tropos fake , 

Who was too much clefpis’d to be accus'd. 

And therefore fcarce defeives to be abus'd ; 

Rais'd only by his mercenary tongue, 

Foi railing finoothl}, and for reafoning wrong. 

As b.-^ys on holy-daj^s let loofe to play, 

J^ay waggifh tiaps foi girls that pafs that way ; 
I'hen fhout to fee in diit and deep diHicfs 
Some fill} cit in hei flower'd foolifh drefs : 

So haie I mighty fatisfad^on found. 

To foe liio tiniel leafon on the ground : 

To foe t^e floiid fool defpis'd, and know it, 

Ey forne who fcarce have words enough to fhow it : 
For fcnfe fits filent, and condemns foi wealxr 
The fmner, nay fometimes the wittidl fpcaker : 

Eat 'tis prodigious fo much eloquence 
Should be acouiied by fuch little fenfe ; 

For words and wit did anciently agree. 

And Tully was no fool, though this man be : 

At bar abufu e, on the bench unable. 

Knave on the woolfack, fop at council-table. 

Thefe are the grievances ol fuch fools as would 
Be rathei wife than honefl, great than good. 

Some other kind of wits nmfl be niade knowm, 
Whofe Larmlefs errors hurt tliemfllvcs alone. 

Excels of iuxuiy they think can plcafe. 

And IcW inefs call loving of their cak . 

VoL. XVIII. K 
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To live dilTolv’d in pleafures ftili they feign. 
Though their whole life ’s but intermitting pain : 
So much of furfeits, head-aches, claps are feen. 
We fcarce perceive the little time between . 
Well-meaning men ’who make this grofs niiflakc. 
And pleafure lofe only for pleafure s fake ; 

Each pleafure has its price, and when we pay 
Too much of pain, we fquander life away. 

Thus Dorfet, purring like a thoughtful cat, 
Marry'd, but wifer pufs ne’er thouglit of that : 
And firli: he wonted her with railing rhyme. 

Like Pembroke’s maftives at his kindeft time ; 
Then for one night fold all his flavilh life, 

A teeming widow, but a barren wife ; 

Swell’d by contad of fuch a fulfom toad. 

He lugg’d about the matrimonial load ; 

Till fortune, blindly kind as well as he. 

Has ill teftor’d him to his liberty ; 

Which he would ufe in his old fneaking way. 
Drinking all night, and dozing all the day ; 

Dull as Ned Howard, whom his brifkcr times 
Had fam’d for dulnefs in malicious ih} mes, 
Mulgrave had much ado to fcape the fnare. 
Though learn’d in all thofe arts that cheat the fail 
For after all his vulgar marnage-mocks. 

With beauty dazzled, Numps was in the flocks. 
Deluded parents dry’d their weeping eyes. 

To lee hita catch his tartar for his prize ; 

Th’ impatient town waited the wilh’d-for change. 
And cuckolds fmird in hopes of fweet revenge , 
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Till Petworth plot made us with forrow fee. 

As his eftate, his perfon too was free ; 

Him no foft thoughts, no gratitude could move 5 
To gold he fled from beauty and from love , 

Yet failing tliere he keeps his freedom Ihil, 

Foic’d to live happily againh his will ; 

'Tis not his fault, if too much wealth and power 
Break not his boalled quiet every hour. 

And little Sid. for fimiie renowned, 

Pleafure has always fought but never found : 

Though all his thoughts on wine and women fall. 

His are fo bad, fuie he ne’er thinks at all. 

The flelh he lives upon is rank and ftrong. 

His meat and miftrelTes are kept too long. 

But fure we all miftake this pious man. 

Who mortifies his perfon all he can : 

What we uncharitably take for fin. 

Are only lules of this odd capuchin ; 

For never hermit under grave pretence. 

Has liv’d more contrary to common fenfe 5 
And ’tis a miracle we may fuppofe. 

No nadinefs offends his fkilful nofe ; 

Which from all ffink can with peculiar art 
Extradf perfume and effence from a f — t : 

Expe<fling fupper is his great delight , 

He toils all day but to be drunk at night : 

Then o’er his cups this night-bird chirping fits. 

Till he takes Hew it and Jack Hail for wits. 

Rocheflcr I defpife for want of wit. 

Though thought to have a tail and cloven feet; 

K z For 
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For while he inifchief means to all mankind, 

Himfclf alone the ill efTcds does find : 

And fo like witches jullly fufiers (hame, 

Whofe harmlefs malice is fo much the fame, 

Falfc are his words, aiFedcd is his wit; 

So often he does aim, fo feldom hit , 

To every face he cringes while he fpeaks. 

But \\ hen the back is turn’d the head he bieaks : 

Mean in each adion, lewd in every limb. 

Manners theinfeh es are imfchievous in him : 

A proof that chance alone makes e^-ery cicature, 

A very Kilhgrew without good-nature* 

For wdiat a Befius has he always liv’d. 

And his own kickings notably contriv’d ? 

For, there ’s the folly that ’s fiill mixt with fear. 
Cowards more blows than any hero bear ; 

Of fighting fparks fome may their plcafures fay. 

But ’tis a bolder thing to run away . 

The WGild may well forgive him all his ill. 

For every fault does prove bis penance ftill : 

Falfcly he falls into fome dangerous noofe. 

And then as meanly labours to get loofe ; 

A life fo infemous is better quitting. 

Spent in bafe injury and low lubmitting, 

I ’d like to hm-e left out hxs poetry ; 

Forgot by all almoft as well as me. 

Sometimes he has fome humour, never wit. 

And if It rarely, very raiely, hit, 

’Tis undci fo much naily rubbiih laid, 
lo find It out ’s the cinderwoman’s trade ; 

Who 
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Who for the wretched lemnanls of a ii^e^ 

Mull toil all day in afiies and in mne. 

So lewdly dull his idle worls appear. 

The wretched te'Lts deferve no comments here ; 

Where one pool thought fometimes, left all alone^ 

For a whole page of dulnefs mull atone. 

How \ am a thing is man* and how iinwife ; 

Evhi he, who would himfelf the moft defpifel 
I, who fo wife and humble feem to be. 

Now my ov ii vanit} and pride em’t fee. 

While the orld’s aonfenfe is fo fharply fliewn. 

We pull down others but to laife our own , 

That we may angels feem, we paint them elves,. 

And are bat fatacs to fet up ourfeives.- 
I, who have all th.s while been. finding fault, 

E\ ’n with my ma^ei , who fidt fatirc taught ; 

And did by that deferibe the talk fo haid. 

It feems ftupendous and above reward ; 

Now labour with unequal force to climb 
That lofty hill, unreach'd by former time : 

^Tis jult that I Ihould to the bottom fall. 

Learn to write w ell, or not to write at alL 


Kj 
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ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL, 

Si propius ftea, 

Te capiet magis 

PART 1. 

TO THE READER. 

I T is not my intention to make an apology for my 
poem ; fome will think it needs no excufe> and 
others will receive none. The defign I am fare is 
honed: : but he who drav^ s his pen for one party, mud: 
expeft to make enemies of the other. Foi wit and 
fool aie confequents of Whig and Tory , and every 
man is a knave or an afs to the contraiy fide. There 
is a treafury of merits in the Fanatic church, as well as 
in the Popifii . and a peniy worth to be had of faint- 
ihip, honefty, and poetry, foi the lewd, the fadiout, 
and the blockheads : but the longed chapter in Deu- 
teronomy has not curfes enough for an Anti-Eroming- 
ham. My comfort is, their manifeft prejudice' to my 
caufe will render their judgment of lefs authority againd 
me. Yet if a poem have genius, it will force its own 
reception in the world. For there is a fweetnefs m 
good verfe, which tickles even while it hurts . and no 
man can be heartily angry with him w ho pleafes him 
againft his will. The comniendatAon of adverfanes 
is the greated triumph of a writer, becaufe it never 

comes 



TO THE READER. 


^ 3 ! 

comes unlefs extorted. But I can be fadsfied on 
more eafy terms * if I happen to pleafe the more mo- 
derate fort, I lhall be fure of an honeft party, and, in 
all probability, of the bell: judges : for the leaft con- 
cerned are commonly the leaft corrupt. And I con- 
fefa I have laid m for thofe, by rebating the ftitire, 
where juftice would allow it, from carrying too ftiarp 
an edge. They who can cnticife fo weakly, as to 
imagine I have done my worft, may be convinced at 
then own coft that I can write feverely, with more 
eafe than I can gently. I have but laughed at fome 
men’s follies, when I could have declaimed againft 
their vices , and othei men’s virtues I have commend- 
ed, as freely as I have taxed their crimes. And now, 
if you arc a malicious reader, I expedl } ou ftioiild re- 
turn upon me that I affe<ft: to be thought more imp..r- 
tial than I am . but if men are not to be judged by 
their profeffions, God forgive }Ou commonwealth’s- 
men for profelfing fo plaofibly for the government. 
You cannot be fo unconfcionable as to charge me for 
•not fubfcribing my name; for that would reEeft too 
grofly upon your own party, who never dare, though 
they have the advantage of a jury to fecure them. If 
you like not my poem, the fault may poftibly be m my 
writing ; though it is hard for an author to judge 
againft himfelf. But more probably it is in your mo- 
rals, wdiich cannot bear the truth of it. Tlie violent 
on both fides will condemn the charadler of Abfalom, 
as either too favourably or too hardly drrwn. But 
they are not the violent whom I delire^to pleafe. The 
fault on tlie light hand is to extenuate, palliate, and 
JC 4 indulge ; 
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indulge , and to confefs freely, I have endeavoured to 
commit it. Befides the rcfpci^]: 'which I owe his biith, 
I have a greater for his heroic virtues , and David 
himfeif could not be more tender of the young man's 
life, than I would be of his reputation. But fincc the 
moft excellent natuies aie alw ays the mofi cafy, and, 
as being fuch, are the foonrft penerted by ill counfels, 
efpeciaily w hen baited with fame and glory , it is no 
more a wonder that he withftood not the temptations 
of Achitopliel, than it was for Adam not to have re- 
filled the two devils, the ferpent and the woman. The 
conclufion of the ftory I purpofely forbore to profe- 
cute, becaufe I could not obtain flora myfelf to fiiew 
Abfalom unfcitunate. The frame of it was cut out 
but for a pidlure to the waid ; and if the draught be 
fo far true, it is as much as I defigned. 

Were 1 the int enter, who am onl 7 the hiftorian, I 
fhould certainly conclude the piece, with the leconcilc'* 
ment of Abfalom to David. And who knows but this 
may come to pafs ? Things w^cre not brought to an extie- 
mity where I left the floiy . theie feen’S yet to be room 
left for a compofure , hereafter there may be only for 
pity. I have not fo much as an uncharitable 'wufli 
againfi Aclntophel; but am content to be accufed of 
a good-natured error, and to hope with Oi igen, that 
the devil himfelf may at laft be fa\ed. For which 
reafon, in this poem, he is neither brought to fet his 
houfe in order, nor to difpofe of his peifon afterwards 
as he in wifdora fhall think fit. God is infinitely 
merciful ; and has vicegerent is only not fo, becaufe he 
is not infinite* 


The 
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'rbe true end of fatire is the amendment of vices hj 
correction. And he, who m rites honeftly, is no more 
an enemy to the offender, than the phvfician to the pa- 
tient, hen he prefcribes harfh remedies to an invete- 
rate difeafe ; foi thofe are only in order to pi event the 
chiiuigcon's vvork of an Efj/e ^e/andendumy which I 
wilh not to my very enemies. To conclude all; if 
the body politic have any analogy to the natuial, in 
ray weak judgment, an adl of oblivion were as nccef- 
fary in a hot diftempered ftate, as an opiate would be 
in a raging fever. 

ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL. 

I N pious times ere piieftcraft did begin, 

Eefoic poi) gamy was made a f n ; 

When man on many muitiply^d his kind. 

Ere one to one was curfcdly confin’d; 

When nature prompted, and no law deny’d 
Promifcaous ufe of concubine and bride ; 

•Then Ifiael’s monarch after heaven’s own heart 
His \igOxOus warmth did varioiilly impart 
To wi\ es and flaves , and wide as his command. 
Scatter’d his Maker’s image thiough the land. 

Michai, of royal blood, the crown did wear,, 

A foil ungrateful to the tiller’s caie . 

Not fo tre red: ; for feveral mothers bore 
To god-like David feveral fons befoie. 

But fince like flav es his bed they did afeend,. 

No true fuccefiion could their feed attend. 


Of 



fjs DRYDEN’S POEMS* 

Of all the numerous progeny was none 
So beautiful, fo brave, as Abfalom ; 

Whether infpir'd by fome diviner luft. 

His father got him with a greater guft : 

Or that his confcious deftiny made way. 

By manly beauty to imperial fway. 

Early in foreign fields he won renown. 

With kings and flates ally'd to Ifiaeks crown : 

In peace the thoughts of war he could remove. 
And feem'd as he were only bora for love. 
Whatever he did, was done with fo much eafe. 

In him alone twas natural to pleafe : 

His motions all accompany'd with grace ; 

And paradife was open'd in his face. 

With fecret joy indulgent David view'd 
His youthful image in his fon renew'd : 

To all his wifhcs nothing he deny'd ; 

And made the charming Anxiabel his bride. 

What faults he had, for who from faults is free ? 
His father could not, or he w ould not fee. 

Some waim excefies which the law forbore. 

Were confirued youth that purged by boiling o'er 5 
And Amnon's murder by a fpecious name. 

Was call'd a juit revenge for injur'd fame. 

Thus prais'd and lov'd, the noble youth remain'd. 
While Da\ id andifiuib'd in Sion reign'd. 

But life can never be fincerdy bleft . 

Heaven pv niflies the bad, and proves the befir. 

The Jews, a lieadftrong, moody, murmuring race. 
As ever try'd th' extent and ftrctch of grace , 


God's 
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God's pampei’d people, whom debauch'd with eafe. 
No king could govern, nor no God could pleafe ; 
Gods the) had try'd of every lhape and fize. 

That godlmiths could produce, or priefts devife : 
Thefe Adam-wits too fortunately free, 

JBegan to dream they wanted liberty; 

And when no rule, no precedent was found. 

Of men, by laws Icfs circumfcnb'd and bound ; 

They led their wild delires to woods and caves. 

And thought that all but favages were flaves. 

They who, when Saul was dead, without a blow, 
Made foolifh Ifhbofheth the crown forego ; 

Who banifh’d David did from Hebron bring. 

And with a general fliout proclaim’d him king; 

Thofe very Jevs, who at their very beft 
Their humour more than loyalty expreft. 

Now wonder’d why fo long they had obey’d 
An idol monarch, which their hands had made ; 
Thought they might luin him they could create. 

Or melt him to that golden calf a ftate. 

*But thefe v\ere laiidom bolts, no form’d delign. 

Nor interell made the faildious crowd to join . 

The fober part of Ifrael, fiee from {lain. 

Well knew the lvalue of a peaceful reign ; 

And, looking backward with a wufe affright. 

Saw fcams of wounds diihonefc to the light: 

In contempiarion of whofe ugly fears. 

They curft the memory of civil wars* 

The moderate fort of men thus qualify’d. 

Inclin’d the balance 4o the better fide; 


And 
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And David’s mildnefs manag’d it fo 
The bad found no occafion to lebel. 

But nhen to hn our bias'd nature leans. 

The careful dc\ il is fall at hand iv^th means j 
And providently pimps for lil defires : 

The good old caule reviv’d a plot reqaiies. 

P.ots true or falfe aie neceflary things. 

To raife up commonv^'ealths, and rum kings. 

Th’ inhabitants of old Jerufalem 
Were Jebufites , the to%vn fo call’d fioxn them; 

And theirs the native right 

But \,hen the chofen people grew moie firong. 

The rightful caufe at length became the wrong; 

And e^^ery lofs the men of jebus bore. 

They fiill were thought God’s enemies the more. 
Thus worn or weaken’d, well or ill content. 

Submit they muft to David’s government : 
Iinpovenfn’d and depriv’d of all command. 

Their taxes doubled as they loft their land ; 

And what was harder yet to flt{h,rnd blood. 

Their gods difgrac’d, and burnt like common wood. 
This fet the heathen pnefthood in a flame , 

For priefts of all religions are the fame. 

Of whatfoe’er dvfcent their godhead be. 

Stock, ftqne, or other homely pedigiee. 

In his defence his fervants are as bold. 

As if he had been born of beaten gold. 

The Jcwifti rabbins, though their eneiiiies. 

In thia conclude them honed men and wife : 

For ’twas their duty, all the learned dunk, 

T’ efpoufe his caafe, by whem they eat and drink. 
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From hence began that plot, the nation’s curfe. 

Bad in itlel^ but reprefented worfe ; 

Rais’d in extremes, and in extiemcs deciy’d ; 

With oaths affiim’d, w^th dying \ov,s deny’d ; 

Not weigh’d nor winnow’d by the niiiltitade ; 

But fwaliow’d in the mafs, unchew’d and crude. 

Some truth there was, but daih’d and brew’d with lie% 
To pleafe the iools, and puzzle all the wife. 

Succeeding times did equal folly call. 

Believing nothing, or believing all. 

Th’ Egyptian iitts the Jebufites embrac’d ; 

Where gods were recommended by their tafle. 

Such fa\ oury deities muft needs be good. 

As ferv’d at once for worfliip and for food. 

By fc'ce they could not introduce thefe gods; 

For ten to one in formei days w'-s odds. 

So fraud was us’d, the facrificer’b tiade: . 

Fools aie more hard to conquer than perfuade. 

Their bufy teachers mingled with t]*e Jews, 

And lak’d foi converts ev’n the court and flews: 
•Which Hcbiew priefes the more unkindly took, 

Becaufe the ficece accompanies the flock. 

Some thought they God’s anointed meant to flay 
By guns, invented fliice full many a day : 

Our autlior fwcais it not , but who can know 
How far the dc^ii and Jebufites may go ? 

This plot, which fail’d for want of common fenfe. 
Had yet a deep and dangeious confequence ; 

For as, when raging fevers boil the blood. 

The flanding lake foon floats into a flood. 
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And every hoitile humour, %vhich before 
Slept quiet in its chan.iels, bubbles o’ei ; 

So feveral fad’ >‘iS from this hrll 

Work up to foam and due it die government,. 

Some by their uiends, moic by thei-nfJvco thought wife. 
Oppos’d th^ powei to which the} could not nfe. 

Some had in couits been grv.at, and thioun from tlience. 
Like fends w ' harden’d m impcxiii^ncc,. 

Some, bv then ^ jnaichh luc- * icy^ grown 
From pardon d rebels kinfmen to the thione. 

Were rais’d in power and pubUc high. 

Strong bands, if bands ungrateful 4nen could tie. 

Of thefe the falfe Achitophel was frit ^ 

A name to all fuc^'^eding ages curlt : 

For clofe deligns, and crooked counfels fit ; 

Sagacious, bold, and turbulent of wit 
Reftlefs, unfix’d m principles and place j 
In power unpleas’d, impatient of difgrace i 
A fiery foul, which, working out its way, -» 

Fretted the pigmy-body to decay, I 

And o’er-inform’d the tenement of clay. J'' 

A daring pilot in extremity ; 

Pleas’d With the danger when the waves went high. 

He fought the Itorms ; but, for a calm unfit. 

Would fteer too nigh the fands to boall his wit. 

Great wits are fure to madnefs near all}’d. 

And thin partitions do their bounds divide ; 

Elfe why Ihould he, with w'ealth and honour blell, 
Refufe his age the needful hours of reft ? 


Punifti 
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Punifh a body which he could not pleafe; 
Bankrupt of life, yet prodigal of cafe ? 

And all to leave what with his toil he won. 

To that unfeather’d twodegg’d thing, a Ton ; 
Got, while his foul did huddled notions tiy j 
And born a ihapelefs lump, like anarchy. 

In fiiendlhip falfe, implacable in hate , 

Refolv’d to ruin, or to rule the Hate, 

To compafs tiiAS the triple bond he broke ; 

The pillars of the public fafery fhook ; 

And fitted Ifrael for a foreign yoke : 

Then, feiz’d with fear, yet fiill affeding fame, 
Ufurp’d a patriot’s all atoning name. 

So cafy fiill it proves in fadious timcs> 

With public zeal to cancel private crimes. 

How fafe is treafon, and how facrcd ill. 

Where none can fin againll: the people’s will I 
Where crouds can wink, and no offence be known. 
Since in another’s guilt they find their own ? 

Yet fame deferv’d no enemy can grudge ; 

The ftatefriian we abhor, but piaife the judge. 

In Ifrael’s courts ne’er fat an Abethdin 
With more difcerning eyes, or hands more clean* 
Unbrib’d, unfought, the wietched to redrefs ; 
Swift of difpatch, and ealy of accefs. 

Oh ! had he been content to ferve the crown* 

With virtues only proper to the gown ; 

Or had the ranknefs of the foil been freed 
From cockle* that opprefs'd the noble feed i 



144 D R Y D E N^S POEMS. 

David for him his tuneful harp had flrung. 

And heaven had wanted one immoital foxig. 

But wild ambition loves to Aide, not Hand, 
And fortune’s ice piefers to virtue’s land. 
Achitophel, grown weary to pofiefs 
A lawful fame, and lazy happinefs, 

Difdain’d the golden fiuit to gather fiee. 

And lent the crowd his aim to fua’ce tlic tree. 
Now, manifeft of crimes contiiv’d long fince. 
He flood at bold defiance with his pnnee ; 

Held up the buckler of the people’s caufe 
Againfl: the crown, and fculk’d behind the laws. 
The wifh’d occafion of the plot he takes , 

Some circumflances finds, but more he makes. 

B / buzzing emififanes fill the eais 
Of liflening crowds with jealoufies and fears 
Of arbitrary counftls brought to light. 

And proves the king himfclf a Jebafite. 

Weak arguments I winch yet he knew full well. 
Were flrong with people eafy to rebel. 

For, govern’d by the moon, the giddy Jews 
Tread the fame track when Ihe the piirae lenews 
And once in twenty years their fciibes record. 

By natuiai inltindt they change their lord. 
Achitophv-i fliil wants a chief, and none 
Was found fo fit as warlike Abfalom. 

Not that lie wifh’d his greatnefs to create. 

For politicians neither love nor hate : 

But, foi he kne^v ms title not allow’d. 

Would keep him ftill depending on the crowd : 
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That kingly power, thus ebbing out, might be 
Drawn to the dregs of a denaociacy. 

Him he attempts with iludied arts to pleafc. 

And fheds his venom in fuch words as thefe* 

Aufpicious piince, at whole nativity 
Some royal planet rul’d the fouthern Iky ; 

I'hy longing country’s darling and defire; 

Their cloudy pillar and their guardian fire : 

Their fecond IVIofes, whofe extended wand 
Di\ ides the feas, and fiiews the promis’d land : 

Whofe dawning day, in every diftant age. 

Has exercis’d the facred prophet’s rage : 

The people’s prayei, the glad dinner’s theme. 

The young men’s vifion, and the old men’s dream t 
Thee, Sa\ lOur, thee the nation’s vow’s confefs. 

And, nevei fatisfy ’d with feeing, blefs : 

Swift unbefpoken pomps thy fteps proclaim. 

And Hammering babes are taught to lifp thy name* 

How long wilt thou the general joy detain. 

Starve and defraud the people of thy reign ; 

Content ingloiioully to pafs thy days. 

Like one of virtue’s fools that feed on prai fc ; 

Till thy frefii gloiies, which now Ihine fo bright. 

Grow Hale, and tarnifii with our daily fight ? 

Believe me, royal youth, thy fruit muft be 
Or gather’d ripe, or rot upon the tree, 

Hea\ en has to all allotted, foon or late. 

Some lucky re\ olution of their fate : 

Whofe motions if we watch and guide with ILill, 

For human good depends on human w ill, 

VoL. XVIIL L 


Our 



146 DRY BEN’S POEMS* 

Our fortune rolls as from a fmooth defcent. 

And from the firft impreliion takes the bent ; 

But if unfeiz’d ihe glides away like wind. 

And leaves repenting folly far behind. 

Now, now Ihe meets you with a glorious prize. 
And fpreads her locks befoie you as flie flies. 

Hzd thus old David, from whofe loins ) ou fpring. 
Not dar’d when fortune calfd him to be king. 

At Gath an exile he might flill remain. 

And heaven’s anointing oil had been in 'v am. 

Let his fuccefsful youth your hopes engage ; 

But fhun th’ example of declining age . 

Behold him fetting rn his weft^rn fkies. 

The lhadows lengthening as the vapours rife. 

He is not now, as when on Joi dan's fand 
The joyful people throng’d to fee him land. 
Covering the beach, and blackening ail the flrand , 
But like the prince of angels, from his height 
Comes tumbling downward \\ ith diiTunifh’d light : 
Betiay’d by one poor plot to public fcorn : 

Our only blefling flnee his cuift return : 

Thofe heaps of people wdiich one {heaf did bind,. 
Blown off and fcatter’d by a puff of wind. 

What ftrength can he to your defigiis oppofc. 
Naked of friends, and round beftt with foes ? 

If Pharaoh’s doubtful fuccour he fhould ufe, 

A foreign aid would more incenfe the Jews ; 

Proud Egypt would diffenibled friendfliip bring ; 
Foment the war, but not fnpport the king : 
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Nor would the royal party e*er, unite 
With Phaiaoh's arms t’ affiil the Jebuiite; 

Gr if they fhould, their intereft foon would break. 

And with fuch odious aid make David weak. 

All foita of men by my fiiccefaful aits. 

Abhorring kings, eftiange their alter’d hearts 
From David’s rule ; and ’tis thar general cry. 

Religion, commonwealth, and libeity. 

Tf you, as champion of the public good. 

Add to their arms a chief of royal blood. 

What may not Ifrael hope, and what applaufe 
Might fuch a general gain by fuch a caufe t 
Not banen praife alone, that gaudy flower 
Fair only to the light, but folid power : 

And nobler is a limited command. 

Given by the love of ail your native land. 

Than a fuccelfn e title, long and daik. 

Drawn from the mouldy rolls of Noah's ark. 

What cannot praife efle(fl: in mighty minds. 

When flatteiy fooths, and when ambition blinds-? 

Befue of po^ver, on earth a vicious weed. 

Yet fprung fiom high is of celeftial feed : 

In God 'tis glory , and when men afpire, 

'Tis but a fpark too much of heav'enly fire. 

Th' ambitious youth, too covetous of fame. 

Too full of angel's metal m his frame. 

Unmanly was led from virtue's ways. 

Made drunk with honour, and debauch'd with piaifc* 
Half loath, and half confenting to the ill. 

For royal blood within him ftruggled ffcill,, 

L a 
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He thus reply’d. — And what pretence have I 
T’o take up arms for public liberty 
My i^ther governs with unqueftion*d right ; 

The faith's defender, and mankind's delight ; 
Good, gracious, juft, obfervant of the laws; 
And heaven by wonders has efpous'd his caufe. 
Whom has he wrong'd in all his peaceful reign ? 
Who fues for juftice to his .throne in vain? 
What millions has he pardon'd of his foes. 
Whom juft revenge did to Ins wrath expofel 
Mild, eafy, humble, ftudious of our good ; 
Inclin'd to mercy, and averfe from blood. 

If mildnefs ill with ftubborn Ifiael fuit. 

His crime is God's beloved attribute. 

What could he gain his people to betray. 

Or change his-, right for arbitrary fway ? 

Let haughty Pharaoh curfe with fuch a reign 
His fruitful Nile, and yoke a fervile tiain. 

If David's rule Jerufalem diijpleafe. 

The dog-ftar heats their brains to this dileafe* 
Why then Ihould I, encouraging the bad. 

Turn rebel, and run popularly mad ? 

Were he a tyrant, who by lawlefs might 
Opprefs'd the Jews, and rais'd the Jebuftte, 
Well might I mourn; but nature’s holy bands 
Would curb my fpmts and reftrain my hands : 
The people might aflert their liberty ; 

But what was right in them were crime in me. 
His favour leaves me nothing to require, 
.Prevents niy,\Mfhe3> and out-runs defire; 
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What moie can I expedl while David lives ? 

All but his kingly* diadem he gives : 

And that — But here he paus'd , then, fighing, faid 
Is juftly.dellin'd for a worthier head. 

For when my father from his toils fhall refl,. 

And late augment the number of the bled. 

His lawful iffue fliall the throne afcend. 

Or the collateral line, where that ihall endL 
His brother, though opprefs'd with vulgar fpite. 

Yet dauntlefs, and fecurc of native light. 

Of every royal virtue Hands poffefi:. 

Still dear to all the bravefl and the beH. 

His courage foes, his fi lends liis truth proclaim ; 

His loyalty the king^ the world his fame. 

His mercy ev'n th' oiFending crowd will find ; 

For fure he comes of a forgiving kind. 

Why fhould I then repine at heaven's dectcc, 

Wjixch gives me no pretence to royalty ? 

Yet oh tliat fate, propidouily inclin’d. 

Had rais'd my birth, or had debas'd m) mindj 
To my large foul not all her treafure lent. 

And then betray'd it to a mean defeent 1 
I find, I find my mounting fpirits bold. 

And David's part difdains my mother’s moulds 
Why am IJcanted by a niggard birth? 

My foul difclaims- the kindred of her eaitli , 

And made for empire wLifpers me within. 

Defire of greatnefs is a god-hke fin. 

Him daggering fo, when hell's diic agent fotnd. 
While laintmg virtue fcarce maintain’d JiCr ground,, 

L 3 lit 
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He pours fre{h forces in, and thus replies * 

Til' eternal God, fupremely good and wife. 

Imparts not thefe prodigious gifts in vain ; 

What wonders are referv'd to blefs your reign ! 
Againft your will your arguments have fliown.. 

Such virtue 's only giien to guide a throne. 

Not that your father’s mildnefs I contemn ; 

Bat manly force becomes the diadem. 

^Tis true he grants the people all they cra\ e ; 

And morC'perhaps than fubjccfts ought to haie: 

For lavifh grants fuppofe a monarch tame. 

And more hia goodnefs than his wit proclaim. 

But when Ihould people ftrive their bonds to break, 
If not when kings are negligent or weak ? 

Let him give on till he can give no more. 

The thiifty fanhednm Ihall keep him poor ; 

And every Ihekcl, which he can receii e. 

Shall coft a limb of his prerogative. 

To ply him with new plots fliall be my care ; 

Or plunge him deep in fome expenfive war; 

Which when his treafure can no more fupply. 

He muft, with v>e remains of kingihip, buy 
His faithful friends, our jealoafies and iears 
Call Jebufites, and Pharaoh's penfioneis , 

Whom when our fury from his aid has torn. 

He fliall be naked left to public fcorn. 

The next fucceflbr, whom I fear and hate. 

My arcs have made obnoxious to the Hate ; 

Turn'd ail his virtues to his overthrow. 

And gam'd oer eiders to pronounce a foe. 


His 
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His right, for Turns of neceffary gold. 

Shall firft be pawn'd, and afterwards be fold; 

Till time fhall e\ tx-v, anting David draw, 

To pafs your doubtful title into law; 

If ni?t, the people have a right fupreme 

To make their kings ; for kings are made for theia% 

All empire is no more than power in trail. 

Which, when refum'd, can be no longer juH. 
Sacce.don, for the general good defign'd. 

In Its own wrong a nation cannot bind : 

If altering that the people can relieve^ 

Better one fnffer than a nation grieve* 

The Jews well know their power: ere Saul they chofe, 
God was their king, and God they duril depole. 

Urge now }'Our piety, jour filial name, 

A fkther’s right, and fear of future fame ; 

The public good, that univerfal call. 

To which ev'n heaven fubmitted, anfvers all. 

Nor let his love enchant your generous mind j 
’Tis nature’s trick to propagate her kind. 

•Our fond begetters, who would never die. 

Love but themfehes m their poftenty. 

Or let his kmdnefs by th’ eftecls be tr) ’d. 

Or let him lay his vain pretence afide, 

God faid, he lov’d your father, could he bring 
A better proof, than to anoint him king ? 

It furely fhew’d lie lov’d the fhepherd well,* 

Who gave fo fair a flock as Ifrael. 

Would David have you thought his darling fon; 

W^hat means he then to alienate the crown ? 

L4. 


The 
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The name of godly he may blalh to bear : 

Is ’t after God’s own heart to cheat his heir ? 

He to his brother gives fupreme command. 

To you a legacy of barren land ; 

Perhaps th’ old harp, on which he thrums his laya^ 
Or ibme dull Hebrew ballad in your praiie. 

Then the next heir, a prince fevcre and wife. 
Already looks on you with jealous eyes ; 

Sees through the thin difguifes of your arts. 

And marks your progrefs in the people’s hearts ; 
Though now his mighty foul its grief contains s 
He meditates revenge who leaft complains : 

And like a lion, numbering in the way. 

Or fleep dilTembling, w hile he w’aits his prey, 

Plis fearlefs foes within his diftance draws, 
Conftrains his roaring, and contrads his paws j 
Till at the laft, his time for fury found. 

He Ihoors with fadden vengeance fiom the ground 
The proftrate vulgar paffes o’er and fpares, 

JBut with a lordly rage Ins hunters tears. 

Your cafe no tame expedients will afford . 

Refolve on death, or conqueft by the fword. 
Which for no lefs a Hake than life you diaw ; 

And felf-defence is nature’s eldefl law. 

Leave the warm people no confidering time i 
For then rebellion may be thought a crime. 

Avail yourfelf of what occafion gives. 

But try your title while your father lx\ cs : 

And that your arms may have a fair pretence. 
Proclaim you take them in the king’s defence j 
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Whofe facred life each minute would expofe 
To plots, from feeming fiiends, and fecret foes^ 
And who can found the depth of David's foul I 
Perhaps his fear his kindnefs may controuL 
He fears his brother, though he loves his fon,. 
For plighted vows too late to be undone* 

If fo, by force he wilbes to be gain’d : 

Like women's lechery to feem conlirain'd. 

Doubt not • but, when he moft affeds the frown,. 
Commit a pleafing rape upon the crown. 

Secure his perfon to fecure your caufe : 

They who poflefs the prince poffefs the laws*. 

He faid ; and this advice above tlie reft. 

With Abfaiom's mild nature fuited beft ; 
Unblam'd of life, ambition fet afide. 

Not ftain'd with cruelty, nor puft with pride* 
How happy had he been, if deftiny 
Had higher plac'd his birth, or not fo high I 
His kingly virtues might have claim'd a throne,. 
And bleft all other countries but his own. 

•But charming greatiiefs fince fo few refufe, 

’Tis jufter to lament him than accufe. 

Strong were his hopes a rival to remove. 

With blandifhments to gam the public love : 

To head the fadlion while their zeal was hot,^ 
And' populaily profecute the plot. 

To furthex this, Achitophel unites 
The malcontents of all the Ifraelites : 

Whofe differing parties he could wifely join„ 

For fevcral ends, to ferve the fame dehgn* 
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The befl-, and of the princes fonie were fuch, 

'Who thought the power of monarchy too much; 
Miftaken men, and patriots in their hearts ; 

Not wicked, but feduc'd by impious arts. 

By thefe the fprings of property were bent. 

And wound fo high, they crack'd the government. 
The next for intereft fought to embroil the ftate. 
To fell their duty at a dearer rate ; 

And make their Jewilh markets of the throne ; 
Pretending public good to ferve their own. 

Others thought kings an ufelefs heavy load. 

Who coft too much, and did too little good* 
Thefe were for laying honeft David by. 

On piinciples of pure good hufbandry. 

With them join'd all th' haranguers of the thiong. 
That thoiTght to get preferment by the tongue. 
Who follow next a double danger bring. 

Not only hating David, but the king ; 

The Solymasan rout ; well veis'd of old. 

In godly fadiion, and in treafon bold ; 

Cowling and quaking at a conqueror’s fword. 

But lofty to a lawful prince reftor’d ; 

Saw with difdain an Ethnic plot begun. 

And fcorri’d by Jebulites to be outdone. 

Hot Levites headed thefe ; who pull’d before 
Fiom th’ ark, which in the judges days they bore. 
Refum’d their cant, and with a zealous cry, 
Purfued their old belov’d theocracy: 

Where fanhednm and prieft enilav’d the nation. 
And juflifj^’d their Ipoals by infpiration : 


For 
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For who fo fit to reign as Aaron^s race, 

•If once dominion they could found in grace > 

Thefe led the pack ; though not of furefl fcent. 

Yet deepefl-mouth’d againft the government. 

A numerous hoft of dreaming faints fucceed. 

Of the ti ue old enthufiaftic breed : 

'Gainfl form and order they their power employ^ 
Nothing to build, and all things to de^roy. 

But far more numerous was the herd of fuch, 

Who think too little, and viho talk too much, 

Thefe out of mere inftinfl, they knev» not why. 
Ador'd their fathers God and property ; 

And by the fame blind benefit of fate, 

The de\ il and the Jebufite did hate : 

Bom to be fav'd ev'n in their own defpite, 

Becaufe they could not help believing right* 

Such were the tools . but a whole Hydra more 
Remains of fprouting heads too long to fcore. 

Some of their chiefs were princes of the land 3 
In the firft rank of thefe did Zimri fland 3 
• A man fo various, that he feem'd to be 
Not one, but all mankind's epitome : 

Stiff in opinions, always in the wrong ; 

’Was ei eiy thing by ftaits, and nothing long 5 
But, in the couife of one levolving moon. 

Was chemifl, fidler, Hatefman, and buffoon-: 

Then all for women, painting, rhyming, drinking, 
Befides ten thoufand freaks that dy'd in thinking. 

Bleft madman, who could every hour employ. 

With fomething new to wifh, or to enjoy ! 


Railing 
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Railing and praifing were his ufual themes ; 

And both, to fliew his judgment, in extremes : 

So ovejTt violent, or. over-civil. 

That every man with him was God or Devil. 

In fquandering wealth was his peculiar art . 

Nothing went unrewarded but defert. 

Beggar’d by fools, whom ftill he found too late 5 
He had his jefl, and they had lus eftate. 

He laugh’d himfelf from court ;.then fought relief, 
By forming parties, but could ne’er be chief ; 

For fp^te of him the weight of bufinefs fell 
On Abfalom, and wife Achitophel •• 

Thus, wicked but in will, of means bereft. 

He left not fadfion, but of that was left. 

Titles and names ’twere tedious to rehearle* 

Of lords, below the dignity of verfe. 

Wits, warriors, commonweakhs-men, were the beil : 
Kind hulbands, and mere nobles, all the rek. 

And therefore, in tlie name of dulnefs>. be 
The well-hung Balaam,, and cold Caleb, free : 

And canting Nadab let oblivion damn. 

Who made new pornge for the pafchal lamb. 

Let fnendfhip’s holy band fome names aSure ; 

Some their own worth, and fome let fcorn fecure* 
Nor fliall the rafeal rabble here have place. 

Whom kings no title gave, and God no grace ; 

Not bull-fac’d Jonas, who could flatutes draw 
To mean relc^lion, and make tieafon law* 

But he, though bad, is followed by a worfe. 

The wretch who Iiea\en’s anoint.d dar’d to curf* 5 

Shimei, 
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Shimei, whofe youth did early promife bring 
Of zeal to God, and hatred to his king ; 

Did wifely from expenfive fins refrain. 

And never broke the fabbath but for gain : 

Nor ever was he known an oath to vent, 

Or curfe uniefs againft the government. 

Thus heaping wealth, by the mofi: ready wa^ 
Among the Jews, which was to-cheat and pray^ 
'J'he city, to reward his pious hate 
Againft his mafter, chofe him magiftrate. 

His hand a vafe of juftice did uphold ; 

His neck was loaded with a chain of gol4 
During his office treafon was no crime ; 

The fons of Belial had a glorious time : 

For Shimei, though not prodigal of pelf. 

Yet lov’d his wicked neighbour as himfelf. 
When two or three were gather’d *to declaim 
Againft the monarch of Jerufalem, 

Shimei was always m the midft of them ; 

And if they curs’d the king when he was by. 
Would rather curfe than break good company* 
If any durft his fadlious friends accufe. 

He pack’d a jury of diftenting Jews; 

Whofe fellow-feeling in the godly caufe 
Would free the fuffering faint from human laws* 
For laws are only made to punifh thofe 
Who ferve the king, and to protedl his foes* 

If any leifure time he had from power, 

Becaufe ’tis fin to mifemploy an hour; 
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His bulinefs was, by writing to perfuade. 

That kings were ufelefs and a clog to trade : 

And that his noble flyle he might refine, 

No Rechabite more fhun*d the fumes of wine* 
Chafte were his cellars, and his fhncval boaid 
The grofihefs of a^city feaft abhori’d : 

His cooks with long difufe their trade forgot; 
Cool was his kitchen^ though his biains ere hot^ 
Such frugal virtue mahce may accufe , 

But fure 'twas neceffary to the Jews . 

For towns, once burnt, fuch magiftrates requxte 
As dare not tempt God's providence by fire* 

With fpintual food he fed his fervauts vt ell,. 

But free fiom flefh that, made the Jews rebel ; 

And Mofes* laws he held in more account. 

For forty days of falling in the mount. 

'J'o fpcak the lell, who better are foigot. 

Would tire a well-breath 'd witnefs of the plot* 
Yet„ Corah, thou Iheilt ftom oblivion pafs ; 

Ered thyfclf, thou monumental brafs. 

High as the ferpent of thy metal made. 

While nations Hand fecure beneath thy lhade. 
What though his birth were bafe, yet comets rife 
From earthly vapours eie they fhine in Ikies. 
Prodigious adlions may as well be done 
By weaver's iflTue, as by prince's fon. 

This aich-^tteflor. for the public good 
By that one dee,d euiiobles all his blood. 

Who ever afic'd pe witnefs’s high race, 

Whofe oath with mart; idem did Stephen grace ? 
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Ours was a Levite, and as times went then. 

His tribe were God Almighty's gentlemen. 

Sunk were his e7es> his voice was harfh and loud. 
Sure figns he neither choleric was, nor proud ; 
His long chin prov'd his wit ; his faint-Iike grace 
A church vermilion, and a Mofes' face* 

His memory, miiaculoully great. 

Could plots, exceeding man's belief, repeat ^ 
Which therefore cannot be accounted lies. 

For human wit could never fuch dei ife. 

Some future, truths ave mingled in his book; 

But where the wimefs fail'd, the prophet fpoke : 
Some things like vifionary flight appear. 

The fpirit caught him up the Lord knows where;. 
And gave him his rabbinical degree. 

Unknown to foreign univerfity* 

His judgment yet his memory did excel;, 

Which piec'd his wondious evidence fo well. 

And fuited to the temper of the times. 

Then groaning under Jebufitic crimes. 

Let Ifrael's foes fufpedt his heavenly call. 

And rafhly judge his writ apocryphal. 

Our laws for fuch affronts have forfeits made i; 

He takes his life, who takes away his trade. 

Weie I myfelf in witnefs Corah's place. 

The wretch who did me fuch a dire difgrace,. 
Should whet my memory, though once forgot. 

To make him an appendix of my plot. 

His zeal to heaven made him his prince defpife. 
And load Hs pexfon with indignities. 
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But zeal peculiar privilge affords. 

Indulging latitude to deeds and words : 

And Corah might for Agag’s murder call. 

In terms as coarle as Samuel us'd to Saul, 

What others in his evidence did join. 

The beft that could be had for love or coin. 

In Corah's own predicament will fall : 

For Witnefs is a common name to alL 
Surrounded thus with friends of every fort. 
Deluded Abfalom forfakes the court : 

Impatient of high hopes, urg'd with renown. 
And fir’d with near pofTefTion of a crown, 

Th’ admiring crowd are dazzled with furprize. 
And on his goodly perfon feed their eyes. 

His joy conceal’d he fets himfelf to fliow 5 
On each fide bowing popularly low : 

His looks, his geftures, and his words he frames. 
And with iamihar eafe repeats their names. 

Thus form’d by nature, furnifh’d out with arts. 
He glides unfelt into their fecret hearts. 

Then with a kind compaflionating look. 

And fighs, befpeakmg pity ere he fpoke. 

Few words he faid , but eafy thofe and fit. 

More flow than Hybla-drops, and far more fwcet. 

I mourn, my countrymen, your loft eftatej 
Though far unable to prevent your fate 5 
Behold a banifh’d man for your dear caufe 
Expos’d a prey to arbitrary laws I 
Yet oh i that I alone could be undone. 

Cut oft from empire, and no more a fonJ 


Now 
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Now all your liberties a fpoil are made ; 

Egypt and Tyrus intercept ybur trade, 

And Jebufites your facred rites invade* J > 

My father, whom with reverence yet I name. 

Charm’d into eafe, is carelefs of his fame ; 

And, brib’d with petty fums of foreign gold. 

Is grown in Bathfheba’s embraces old ; 

Exalts his enemies, his friends deftroys ; 

And all his power againft himfelf employs* 

He gives, and let him give, my right away: 

But why (hould he his own and j^ours betray ? 

He, only he, can make the nation Weed, 

And he alone fiom my revenge is freed. 

Take then my tears, with that he wip’d his eyes, 

*Tis all the aid my prefent power fupplies ; 

No court-infornaer can thefe arms accufe ; 

Thefe arms, may fons againft their fathers ufe ; 

And ’tis my wifti, the next fucceffor’s reign 
May make no other Ifraelile complain. 

Youth, beauty, graceful adion, feldomfail; 

But common intereft always will pievail , 

And pity never ceafes to be Ihown 

To him who makes the people’s wrongs his own. 

The crowd, that ftill believe their kings opprefs. 

With lifted hands their young Mefliah blefs ; 

Who now begins his progrefs to ordain 
With chariots, horfemen, and a numerous tram : 

From eaft to weft his glories he difplays. 

And, like the fun, the piomis’d land furveys*, 

VoL* XVilL M 
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Fame runs before him as the morning ftar, 

And ftiouts of joy falute him from aiar ; 

Each houfc receives him as a guardian god^ 

And confec rates the place of his abode. 

But hofpitable treats did moil commend 
Wife liTachar, his -wealthy weflern friend. 

This moving court, that caught the people’s eyes. 
And feem’d but pomp, did other ends difgaife, 
Achitophel had form’d it, with intent 
To found the depths, and fathom where it went, 
The people’s hearts, diftinguifh friends from foes. 
And try their ftrengtli before they came to blows. 
Yet all was colour’d with a fmooth pretence 
Of fpecious love, and duty to their prince. 
Religion, and redrefs of grievances. 

Two names that always cheat, and alvays pleafe,, 
Are often urg’d ,• and good king David’s life 
Endanger’d by a brother and a wife. 

Thus in a pageant fhew a plot is made ; 

And peace itfolf is war in mafquerade. 

Oh foohfh Ifrael I never warn’d by ill ^ 

Still the fame bait, and circumvented Ihll I 
Did ever men forfake their prefent cafe. 

In niidft of health imagine a difeafe j 
Take pains contingent mifchiefs to forefee. 

Make heirs for monaxchs, and for God decree ? 
What fhall -we think ? Can people gi\e away. 

Both for themfeives and fons, their native fway ? 
Then they are left defen celefs to the fword 
Of each unbounded, arbiti drj lord: 


And 
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And laws are vain, by which we right enjoy. 

If kings unquefiion’d can thofe laws deftroy* 

Yet if the crowd be judge of fit and juft. 

And kings are only clHcers in truft. 

Then this refummg covenant was declar'd 
When kings were made, or is for ever barr'd. 

If thofe who gave the fcepter could not tie 
By their own deed their own poftenty. 

How then could Adam bind his future lace ? 

How could his forfeit on mankind take place ? 

Or how could heavenly juftice damn us all. 

Who ne'ei confented to our father's fall ? 

Then kings are flaves to thofe whom they command,. 
And tenants to their people's pleafnm ftand* 

Add, that the power lor property allow d 
Is mifchievoully feated in the crowd . 

For who can be fecuie of private right. 

If fovereign fway may be diflolv'd by might } 

Nor IS the people’s judgment always true . 

The moft may err as grofsiy as the few , 

And faultkfb kings run down by common cry. 

For vice, oppreliion, and for tyranny. 

Vv'hat ftandard is there in a fickle rout. 

Which, flowing to the mark, runs fafter out ? 

Nor only crowds but fanheclnms may be 
infeded with this public lunacy. 

And ihare the madnefs of rebellious times. 

To murder morajchs for imagin'd crimes. 

If they may give and take wliene’er they pleafe. 

Not kings alone, the Godhead's images,. 

UjL 
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But government itfelf at length muft fall 
To nature’s ftate, where all have right to all. 
Yet, grant our lords the people kings can make. 
What piddent men a fettled throne would fliake ? 
For whatfoe’er their fuifejrings were before. 

That change they covet makes them fuffer more. 
All other errors but difturb a Hate ; 

But innovation is the blow of fate. 

If ancient fabrics nod, and threat to fall. 

To patch their flaws, and buttrefs up the wall. 
Thus far ’tis duty : but here flx the mark ; 

For all beyond it is to touch the ark. 

To change foundations, caft the frame anew. 

Is work for rebels, who bafe ends purfue ; 

At once divine and human Jaws controul. 

And mend the parts by ruin of the whole. 

The tampering world is fubjed to this curfe. 

To phyfic their difeafe into a worfe. 

Now what relief can righteous David bring ? 
How fatal ’tis to be too good a king 1 
Friends he has few, fo high the madnefs grows ; 
Who dare be fuch muft be the people’s foes. 

Yet feme there were, ev’n in the worft of days ; 
Some let me name, and naming is to praife* 

In this Ihort file Baxzillai firft appeals ; 
Barzillai, crown’d with honour and with years* 
Long fince, the rifing rebels he withftood 
In regions wafte beyond the Jordan’s flood: 
Unfortunately brave to buoy the ftate ; 

JBut fluking underneath his mafler’s fate : 
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In exile with his godlike prince he mourn’d 
For him he fuffer'd, and with him return’d. 

The court he pradis’d, not the courtier’s art : 

Large was his wealth, but larger was his heart. 

Which well the nobleft objeds knew to choofe. 

The fighting warrior, and recording Miife. 

His bed could once a fruitful iflue boaft ; 

Now more than half a father’s name is loft.. 

His eldeft hope, with every grace adorn’d. 

By me, fo heaven will have it, always mourn’d. 

And always honour’d, fnatch’d in manhood’s prime 
B' unequal fates, and providence’s crime : 

Yet not before the goal of honour won,, 

All parts fulfill’d of fubjed and of fon : 

Swift was the race, but fhort the tune to run. 

Oh narrow circle, but of power divine. 

Scanted in fpace, but perfedin th)' line! 

By fea, by land, thy matchlefs worth was known> 

Arms thy delight, and war was all thy own : 

Thy force infus’d the fainting Tyrians prop’d : 

And haughty Pharaoh found his fortune ftop’d. 

Oh ancient honour I Oh unconquer’d hand. 

Whom foes unpunilh’d never could withftand I 
But Ifisael was unworthy of his name : 

Short is the date of all immoderate fame. 

It looks as heaven our ruin had defign’d. 

And durft not truft thy fortune and thy mind.- 
Now, free fiom earth, thy difencumber’d foul 
Mounts up, and leaves behind the clouds and ftariy pole : 

^ From 
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From thence thy kindred legions mayft thou bring, 
To aid the guardian angel of thy king. 

Here flop, my Mufe, here ceafe thy painful flight : 
No pinions can purfue immortal height : 

Tell good Barzillai thou canft ling no more. 

And tell thy foul Ihe fhould have fled before : 

Or fled fhe with his life, and left this verfe 
To hang on her depaitcd pat x on’s hearfe ? 

Now take thy fleepy flight from heaven, and fee 
If thou canft find on earth another he : 

Another he would be too hard to find ; 

See then whom thou canft fee not far behind. 

Zadoc the prieft, whom, fhunning power and place, 
His lowly mind advanc’d to David’s grace. 

With him the Sagan of Jerufalem, 

Of hofpitable foul, and noble ftem , 

Him of the weftem dome, whofe weighty fenfb 
Flows in fit words and heavenly eloquence. 

The prophets fons, by fuch example led. 

To learning and to loyalty were bred : 

For colleges on bounteous kings depend. 

And never rebel was to arts a friend. 

To thefe fucceed the pillars of the laws ; 

Who beft can plead, and bcft can judge a caufe. 
Next them a tram of loyal peers afcend ; 
Sharp-judging Adriel, the Mufcs’ friend, 

Himfelf a Mufe : in fanhednms debate 
True to his piince, but not a flave of flate ; 

Whom David’s love with honours did adorn,. 

That from his difobedient fon were torn. 


Jotham 
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Jothamof piercing wit, and pregnant thought ; 
Endued by nature, and by learning taught, 

,To move ailemblies, who but only try'd 
The worfe a^while, then chofe the better lide : 

Nor chofe alone, but turn’d the balance too ; 

So much the weight of one brave man can do* 

Hulhai, the friend of David m diftrefb ; 

In public ftorms of manly fledfaHnefs : 

JBy foreign treaties he inform’d his youth. 

And join’d experience to his native truth. 

His frugal care fupply’d the wanting throne ; 

Fiugal for that, but bounteous of his own ; 

^Tis eafy conduct when exchequers flow ; 

But hard the tafiC to manage“well the low : 

For fovereign power is coo deprefs’d or high. 

When kings are forc’d to fell, or crowds to buy* 
Indulge one labour more, ray weary Mufe, 

For Amiei : who can Amiel’s praife refufe ? 

Of ancient race by birth, but nobler yet 
In his own worth, and without title great ; 

’ The fanhedrim long time as chief he lul’d. 

Their reafon guided, and their pafiion cool’d : 

So dextrous was he m the crown’s defence. 

So form’d to fpeak a loyal nation’s fenfe. 

That, as their band was Ifrael’s tribes in fmall. 

So fit was he to reprefent them all. 

Now rafi.er charioteers the feat afeend, 

Whofe Icofe careers his fteady ikiU commend : 

They, like th’ unequal mfer of the day, 

Milguide the feafons, and miftake the way; 

M 4. 
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While he withdrawn at their mad labours fmiles. 

And fafe enjoys the fabbath of his toils. 

Thefe were the chief, a fmall but faithful band 
Of worthies, in the breach who dat’d to ftand. 

And tempt th’ united fury of the land. 

With grief they view’d fuch powerful engines bent. 
To batter down the lawful government. 

A numerous fadion, with pretended frights. 

In fanhedrims to plume the regal rights ; 

The true fucceffor from the court remov’d 5 
The plot, by hireling witnefTes, improv’d. 

Thefe ills they faw, and, as their duty bound,. 

They Ihew’d the king the danger of the wound j 
That no conceffions irom the throne would pleafe,. 

But lenitives fomented the difeafe : 

That Abfalom, ambitious of the crown. 

Was made the lure to draw the people down : 

That falfe Achitophel’s pernicious hate 
Had turn’d the plot to luin church and Hate s 
The council violent, the rabble woife : 

That Shiraei taught Jerufajem to curfe. 

With all thefe loads of injuries oppreft. 

And long revolving in his careful breaft 
Th’ event oi things, at M his patience tir’d, 

Thus„ from his royal thione, by heaven mfpir’d. 

The god-like David fpoke , with awful fear 
His train their Maker in theii mailer hear. 

Thus long have I, by native mercy fway’d,, 

My wrongs dilTembled,. my revenge delay’d 

Sa 
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So willing to forgive th' offending age ; 

So much the father did the king afTuage-. 

But now fo far my clemency they flight, 

Th' offenders queftion my forgiving right, 

That one was made for many, they contend ; 

Bat ’tis to rule ; for that *s a monarch’s end* 

They call my tendemefs of blood, my fear 5 
Though manly tempers can the longeft bear. 

Yet, fince they will divert my native courfe, 

®Tis time to fhew I am not good by force. 

Thofe heap’d affronts that haughty fubjeds bring,, 

Are burdens for a camel, not a king. 

Kings are the public pillars of the Hate, 

Born to fuftain and prop the nation’s weight : 

If my young Samfon will pretend a call 
To fhake the column^ let him (hare the fall : 

But oh, that yet he would lepent and live ! 

How eafy ’tis for parents to forgive ' 

With how few tears a pardon might be won 
From nature, pleading for a darling fon ! 

Poor, pitied youth, by my paternal care, 

Kais’d up to all the height his frame could bcai^ 

Had God ordain’d his fate for empire born. 

He would have givea his foul another turn . 

Gull’d with a patriot’s name, whofe modern fenfe 
Is one that would by law fupplant his prince 5 
'I'he people’s brave, the politician’s tool ; 

Never was patriot yet, but was a fool. 

Whence comes it, that religion and the laws 
Should more be Abfaloxa’s tlian David's caufe ? 


h: 
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His old inftruftor ere he loft his place. 

Was never thought indued with fo much grace. 
Good heavens, how faction can a patriot paint ! 
My rebel ever proves my people's faint. 

Would they impofe an heir upon the throne. 

Let fanhedrims be taught to give their own. 

A king 's at leaft a part of government. 

And mine as requifite as their confent : 

Without my leave a future king to chafe. 

Infers a right the prefcnt to difpofc. 

True”, they petition me t' approve their choice ; 
But Efau’s hands fuit ill with Jacob's voice. 

My pious fubjeds for my fafety pray ; 

Which to fecure, they take my power away. 

From plots and tieafons heaven preferve my years, 
But fave me moft from my petitioners. 

Unfatiate as the barren womb or grave ; 

God cannot grant fo much as they can crave. 
What then is left, but with a jealous eye 
To guard the fmall remains of royalty ? 

The law ftiall ftill dired my peaceful fway. 

And the fame law teach rebels to obey : 

Votes fhall no more eftablifti'd power controul. 
Such votes as make a part exceed the whole. 

No groundlefs clamours {hall my friends remove. 
Nor crowds have power to punifh ere they prove; 
For Gods and god-hke kings their care exprefs. 
Still to defend their fervants in diftrefs. 

Oh, that my power to faving were confin'd I 
Why am I forc'd, like heaven, againft my mind. 
To make examples of another kind ? 
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Muft I at length the fword of juftice draw ? 

Oh curft effe 61 :s of neceflary law * 

How ill my fear they by my mercy fcan ! 

Beware the fury of a patient man* 

Law they require, let law then Ihew her face ; 

They could not be content to look on grace, 

Her hinder parts, but with a daring eye 
To tempt the terror of her front and die. 

By then ow a arts 'tis righteoufly decreed, 

Thofe dire artificers of death fhall bleed. 

Againft thcmfelves their witnefles will fvtear. 

Till, viper-like, their mothei plot they tear 5 
And fuck for nutriment that bloody gore. 

Which was their principle of life before. 

Their Belial with their Beelzebub will fight : 

Thus on my foes, my foes fhall do me right. 

Nor doubt th* event : for fadlious crowds engage. 

In their firft onfet, all their brutal rage. 

Then let them take an unrefifted courfe : 

Retire, and traverfe, and delude their force : 

But when they Hand all breathlefs, urge the fight. 

And nfe upon them with redoubled might : 

For lawful powei is ftill fuperior found ; 

When long diiven back, at length it Hands the ground. 
He faid : Th* Almighty nodding gave confent , 

And peals of thunder fhook the firmament. 

Henceforth a feries of new time began. 

The mighty years in long procefiion ran : 

Once more the god-like David was reftor'd. 

And willing nations knew their lawful lord. 


APS. 
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ABSALOM ANB ACHITOPHEL 

PART II, 

« ^ Si quis tamen liscc quoque, fi quis 
Captus amoie legct 

TO THE HEADER. 

I N the year 1 680 Mr. Drydcn undertook the poem of 
Abfalom and Achitophel, upon the defire of king 
Charles the iecond.. The performance was applauded 
by every one , and feveral perfons preffing him to write 
a fecond part, he, upon declining it himfelf, fpoke to 
Mr. Tate to write one, and gAve him his advice in 
the diredHon of it ; and that part beginning with 

Next thefe, a troop of bufy fpints prefs, ' 

and ending with 

« To talk like Doeg, and to write hke thee/’ 

containing near two hundred verfes, were entirely Mr, 
Dryden’s compolition, befides feme touches in other 
pIaces."^The preceding lines, upwards of three hun* 
dred in number, were written by Mr. Tate. The poem 
Is here printed compleat.. 
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S INCE men like beafts each other’s prey were mad^ 
Since trade began, and priefthood grew a trade, 
Since realms weare form’d, none fure fo curft as thofe 
That madly their own h^pinefs oppofe ; 

There heaven itfelf, and god-like kings, in vain 
Shower down the manna of a gentle reign ; 

While pamper’d crowds to mad fedition run. 

And monarchs by indulgence are undone. 

Thus David’s clemency was fatal grown. 

While wealthy fadtion aw’d the wanting throne. 

For now their fovereign’s orders to contemn 
Was held the charter of Jerufalem, 

His lights t’ invade, his tributes to refiife, 

A privilege, peculiar to the Jews j 

As if from heavenly call this licence fell. 

And Jacob’s feed were chofen to rebel! 

Achitophed with triumph fees his crimes 
Thus fuited to the madnefs of the times; 

And Abfalom, to make liis hopes fucceed. 

Of flattering charms no longer ftands in need; 

While, fond of change, though ne’er fo dearly bought. 
Our tribes outftnp the youth’s ambitious thought. 

His fwifteft hopes with fwifter homage meet, 

And crowd their fervile necks beneath his feet. 

Thus to his aid while prefling tides repair. 

He mounts and fpreads his ftreamers in the air. 

The charms of empire might his youth millead. 

But what can our befotted Ifrad plead! 


Sway’d 
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Sway’d by a monarch, whofe ferene command 
Seems half the bleffing of our promis’d land* 
Whofe only grievance js excefs of eafe ; 

Freedom our pain, and plenty our difeafe I 
Yet as all folly would lay claim to fcnfe. 

And wickednefs ne’er wanted a pretence. 

With arguments they ’d make their treafon good. 
And righteous David’s felf with ilandeis load . 
That arts of foreign fway he did affedl. 

And guilty Jchufites from kw protect, 

WTiofe very chiefs, convitfl, were never freed. 
Nay we have feen their facrificers bleed I 
Accufers’ infamy is urg’d in vain. 

While in the bounds of fenfe they ^did contain. 
But foon they launch’d into th’ unfathom’d tide. 
And in the depths they knew difdain’d to ride* 
For probable d^fcoveries to difpenfe. 

Was thought below a penfion’d evidence ; 

Mere truth was dull, nor fuit^d with the port 
Of pamper’d Coiah when advanc’d to court. 

No lefs than wonders now they will imjx)fe, 

And projefts void of grace or fenfe difciofe. 

Such was the change on pious Michal brought, 
Michal that ne’er was cruel ev n in thought, 

'Ihe beft of q^ueens, and mod obedient wife. 
Impeach'd of curd deligns on David’s life I 
His life, the theme of her eternal prayer, 

’Tis fcarce fo much his guardian angels care. 

Not fummer morns fuch mildnefs can difciofc, 
I'he Hermon lily, nor the Shoxpn rufe* 


Negleding 
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Negleaing each vain pomp of majefty, 
Tranfported Michal feeds her thoughts on high* 
She lives with angels, and, as angels do. 

Quits heaven fometimes to blefs the world below* 
Whete, cherifli'd by her bounty*s plenteous fpring 
Reviving widows fmile, and orphans ling. 

Oh I when rebellious Ifrael’s crimes at height,. 

Are threaten’d with her Lord’s approaching fate. 
The piety of Michal then remain 
In heaven’s remembrance, and prolong his reign I 
Lefs defolation did the ped purfue. 

That from Dan’s limits to Beerfheba flew, 

Lefs fatal the repeated w^ars of Tyre, 

And lefs J crafalem’s avenging fire. 

With gentler terror thefe our date o’cr-ran„ 

Than fince oui evidencing days began I 
On every cheek a pale confufion fat. 

Continued fear beyond the word of fate I 
Trud was no more, art, fcience, ufelefs made,. 

Ail occupations lod but Corah’s trade. 

Mean while a guard on raoded Coiah v\ ait. 

If not for fafety, needful yet for date. 

Well might he deem each peer and prince his flav'ej 
And lord it o’er the tribes which he could fave : 
Ev’n vice in him was virtue— what fad fate 
But for his honedy had feu’d our date ! 

And with what tyranny had we been curd,. 

Had Corah never prov’d a villain fird ! 

T’ have told his knowledge of th’ intrigue in grofs 
Had been, aks, to our deponent’s lod ; 
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The traveled Levite had th' experience got. 

To hulband well, and make the beft of 's plot ; 
And therefore, like an evidence of Ikill, 

With Wife referves fecui’d his peniion Hill; 

Not quite of future power himfelf bereft. 

But limbos large for unbelievers left. 

And now Ins writ fach reverence had got, 

^Twas worfc than plotting to fufpedl: his plot. 

Some were fo well convinc'd, they made no doubt 
Themfeives to help the founder'd fwearers out. 
Some had their fenfe impos'd-on by their fear. 

But more for intercfl fake believe and fwear : 

Ev'n to that height w ith fome the frenzy grew. 
They rag'd to find their danger not prove true. 

Yet, than all thefe a \ iler crew remain. 

Who wuth Achitophel the cry maintain , 

Not urg'd by fear, nor through mifguided fenfe. 
Blind zeal and dan ing need had fomc pietence. 
But for die good old caufe that did excite 
Th’ original rebels wiles, reienge, and fpight. 

7 liefc raifc the plot to have the fcandal throv\n 
Upon the bright fuccefTor of the crown, 

Whoie virtue with fuch wrongs they had purfued. 
As feem'd all hope of pardon to exclude. 

Thus, while on pru ate ends their zeal is built. 

The cheated crowd applaud and fhaie then guilt. 

Such pra(flicc-> as thefe, too grofs to lie 
TiOng unobferv'd by each clifcerning eye. 

The more judicious Traclites unfpell'd, 

7"]ioiigh dill the chaim the giddy rabble held. 
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Ev’n Abfalom amidft the dazzling beams 
Of empire, and ambition’s flattering dreams^ 

Perceives the plot, too foul to be excus’d. 

To aid defigns, no lefs pernicious, us’d* 

And, filial fenfe yet finving in his bieaft. 

Thus to Achitophel his doubts exprcfl* 

Why are my thoughts upon a crown employ’d,. 
Which once obtain’d can be but half enjoy’d? 

Not fo when Mrtuc did my aims lequirc. 

And to my father’s wais 1 flew intire. 

My regal power how wili my iocs tefent. 

When I ra}iclf hd\e fcarce my own confent^! 

Gue me a fon’s unblcmifh’d truth again. 

Or quench the fparks of duty that remain. 

How flight to force a throne tliat legions guard 
The tafli to me ; to prove unjufl, how hard ! 

And if th’ imagin’d guilt thus wound my thought, 
W’'hat will It when the tragic feene is wrought? 

Due wai inufl firfl be conjur’d from below. 

The lealm we’d rule we firfl: mufi overthrow; 

And when the ci\ il furies are on wing 
’Fhat blind and undilHnguifli’d daughters fling. 

Who knoxvs w hat impious chance may reach the king ? 

Oh^ rather let me perilh in the firife. 

Than have my crowm the price of David’s life I 
Or, if the tempefl: of the war he fiand, 

J 1 peace, fome \ lie officious villain’s hand 
Hib foul’s anointed temple may invade. 

Or, pied by Glamorous c rowds, rayfelf be made 
Veu XVIJI. N His 
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His murtherer , rebellious crowds, whole guilt 
Shall dread his vengeance till his blood be fpili. 
Which if my filial tendernefs oppofe. 

Since to the empire by their aims I rofe, 

Thofe very arms on me fh^l be employ'd, 

A new ufurper crown'd, and 1 dellroy'd . 

The feme pretence of public good will hold,- 
And new Achitophels be found as bold 
To urge the needful change, perhaps the old. 

He faid* The ftatefman with a fmile leplies, 
A fmile that did his rifing fpjeen difguifc. 

My thoughts prefum'd our labours at an end. 
And aie we ihli with confcience to contend ^ 
Whofc want in kings, as needful is allow'd. 

As 'tis for them to find it m the crowd, 

Fai in the doubtful pafiage you are gone. 

And only can be fafe by preffing on. 

The cruvn's tiue heir, a prince fetere and wife* 
Has view'd your motions long with jealous e-yes 
Your perfon's charms, lour more pre\ ailing arts 
And mark'd -vour piogicfs in the people s heait&> 
Whefe patience is ta' ClM of ihrtecl power. 

But treafup.s vengeance for the fatal hour. 

And if remote the peiil he can bung. 

Your piefcnt dang^’r 's greatci fiom the king. 

Let not a paicnt’s name decol^e }our fonfe. 

Nor tiufl the fathei in a j ‘alous prince I 
Your trivial faufts if be could fo refent, 

To doom }cu little kfs than banifhment. 
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What rage mull youi prefumption fincc infpireJ 
Agamft Ins or<iers you return fiom Txre- 
Nor only fo, but with a pomp moie high^ 

And open court of populanty. 

The fadlious tribes^ — And this reproof from thee ? 
The prince replies, O ftdtefman’s winding fkill ! 
They firfl: condemn, that hid advis'd the ill ' 
Illuftribus youth, return'd Achitophel, 

Mifconftruc not the words that mean } on n ell. 

The courfc you fteei I worth) blame conclude,, 

But 'tis becaufe you leaie it unpurfued. 

A monarch’s crown with fate fuiiounded lies. 

Who rejch, lay hold on death th\t mifs the prizes 
Did )ou foi this expofe }ourfelf to ihow. 

And to the crov^d bow popularly low ! 

For this your glor.ous pi og refs next ordain. 


With chariots, horfemen, and a numerous tram. 
Whth fame before you like the morning dar. 

And diouts of joy faluting from afar ? 

Oh fiom the heights }ou 've reach'd but take a view„ 
Scarce leading Lucifer could fail like you I 
And mud I here my diipwreck'd arts bemoan ? 

Have I for this fo oft made Ifiael groan ^ 

Your fingle intered with the nation weigh'd. 

And turn'd the fcale where your deliies were laid I 
Ev'n when at helm a courfe fo dangerous mov'd, 

I'o land your hopes as my remo^ al proi 'd. 

I not difpute, the rojal youth replies. 

The known perfection of your policies. 

Nor in Aclutophel yet grudge or blame. 

The privilege that ftatehnen ever claim j, 

N 2 
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Who private interell never yet purfued. 

But ftill pretended 'twas for others’ good : 

What politician yet e’er fcap’d his fate. 

Who faving his own neck not fav’d the flate ? 

Fronf hence on every humorous wind that veer’d. 

With fhifted fails a feveral coiiife you fleer’d. 

What from a fway did David e’er puifue. 

That fcem’d like abfolute, but fprung from you ? 

Who at your inftance quafh’d each penal law. 

That kept diffenting fadious Jews in awe ; 

And who fufpends fixt laws, may abrogate. 

That done, iorm new, and fo enflave the flate. 

Ev’n property, whofe champion now you fland. 

And feem for this the idol of the land. 

Did ne’er fuftam fuch violence before. 

As when your counfel fhut the royal flore ; 

Advice, that ruin to whole tubes procur’d. 

But fecret kept till your own banks fecur’eU 
Jlecount with this the triple covenant broke. 

And Ifiaei fitted for a foreign yoke, 

Kor here your counfels fatal progrefs fiaid. 

But fentbur levied poweis to Pharoah’s aid. 

Hence Tyre and Ifracl, low in ruins laid. 

And Egypt, once their fcorn, their common terror made, 
Ev’n yet of fuch a feafon can we dream. 

When royalrights you made your darling tlieme* 

For power unlimited could reafons draw. 

And place pierogative above the law ; 

Which on your fall from office grew unjufi. 

The laws made -king, the king a flave in truft ; 


Whom 
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Whom with ftate-craft, to intereft onlv true. 

You now accufe of ills contriv'd bv } o”. 

To this hell's agent — Royal youth, fix here, 

Let intereft be the ftar by which you fteer. 

Hence to repofe your truft in me was wife, 

Whofe intereft raoft in your advancement Iies» 

A tye fo firm as always will avail, 

Yilien friendlhip, nature, and religion, fail , 

On our's the fafety of the crowd depends. 

Secure the crowd, and w^e obtain our ends. 

Whom I will caufe fo far our guilt to fharc. 

Till they are made our champions by their fear*. 

What oppofition can j our rii al bring. 

While fanhedrims are jealous of the king ? 

His ftrength as yet in Da\ id's fnendftiip lies. 

And what can David's felf without fupplies ? 

Who with exclufii e bills muft now difpenfe. 

Debar the heir, or ftarve in his defence. 

Conditions which our elders ne'er will quit^ 

And David's juftice nc'^er can admit. 

Or forc'd by wants his brother to betray. 

To your ambition next he clears the way ; 

For if fuccelfion once to nought they bring. 

Their next ad^ ance iemo\ es the prefent king r 
Perfifting elfe his fenaies to difibh e. 

In equal hazard fliall his reign im oh e. 

Cur tribes, whom Pharaoh's powei fo much alarms. 
Shall rife without their prince t' oppofe his arms j 
Nor boots it on what caufe at fiift they join. 

Their troops once up, are tools for our defign*. 

N 3 M 
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At leaft fucli fubtle covenants fhall be made. 

Till peace itfclf is war in mafqueiadc* 

AfTociauons of myfteiioas fenfe, 

Againft, but fecming for, the king’s defence : 

Ev’n on their courts of julhce fetters diaw. 

And from our agents muzzle up their law. 

JBy tvhich a conquefi: if we fail to make, 

^Tis a drawn game at worfl, and we fecure our flake* 
He faid, and for the due fuccefs depends 
On various fedls, by common guilt made fi lends. 
Whofe heads, though ne’er fo dilFeiing in their creed, 
I’ th’ point of treafon yet were well agreed. 

’Mongfl thefe, extorting Ifhban firfl appeals, 

Purfued by^ a meager troop of bankrupt heirs. 

Blefl times when Iflxban, he whofe occupation 
So long has been to cheat, reforms the nation I 
Ifhban of confcience fuited to his trade. 

As good a faint as ufurer ever made. 

Yet Mammon has not fo engroft him quite, 

JBut Belial lays as large a claim of fpight ; 

Who, for thofe pardons from his pnnee he draws, 
Returns reproaches, and cries up the caufe. 

That }'ear in which the city he did fway. 

He left ^rebellion in a hopeful wav. 

Yet his ambition once was found fo bold. 

To offer talents of extorted gold , 

Could Dm id’s wants have fo been biib’d, to fhalnc 
And fcandalize our peerage with his name ; 

For which, bis dear fedition he’d torfwear. 

And ev’n turn loyal to be niaie a peer. 


Next 
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Next him, let railing Rabfheka have place. 

So full of zeal he has no need of giace ; 

A faint that can both flefli and fpirit ufe. 

Alike haunt conventicles and the ftews 
Of whom the queftion difScult appears, 

If moft i" th* preachers or the ban ds arrears. 
What caution could appeal too much in him 
That keeps the treafure of Jcrufalcm ^ 

Let David’s brother but approach the toun, 
DouMe our guards, he cries, \/e aie undone. 
Protefting that he dares not fletp in 's bed 
Left he fliould nfe next mom u uhout his head. 

Next thefe, a tioop of bufy fpirits prefs. 
Of little fortunes, and of confcience lefs; 

With them the tribe, whofe luxury had drain’d 
Their banks, in former fequeftrations gain’d , 
Who iich and gieat by paft rebellions grc>v. 

And long to fifli the troubled ftieams anew. 

Some future hopes, fome prefent payment draws, 
To fell then confcience and efpoufe the caufe. 
Such ftipends thofe vile hirelings beft befit, 
Priefts without giace, and poets without wit. 
Shall that falfc Hebronite efcape our curfe, 

Judas that keeps the rebels penfion-purfe; 

Judas that pays the treafon-wiiter’s fee, 

Judas that weH deferves his namefake’s tree; 

Who at Jerufalem’s own gates ere^s 
His college for a nurfery of feCls. 

Young piophets with an early care fecures. 

And with the dung of his own arts manures* 


Wliat 
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What have the men of Hebron here to do ? 

What part in IfraePs promis’d land have you t 
Here Phaleg, the lay-Hebronite is come, 

■’Caufe like the reft he could not live at home; 
Who from his own poffeffions could not dram 
An omer even of Hebronitifh gram. 

Here llruts it like a patriot, and talks high 
Of injur’d fubjeds, alter’d property : 

An emblem of that buzzing infedi juft. 

That mounts the wheel, and thinks Ihe raifesduft* 
Can dry bones live ? or Ikeletons produce 
The vital warmth of cuckoldizing juice ? 

Slim Phaleg could, and at the table fed. 

Return’d the grateful produ(ft to the bed. 

A w'aiting-man to traveling nobles chofe> 

He his own laws would faucily impofe, 

'’Till baftinadoed back again he went. 

To learn thofe manners he to teach was fent. 
Chaftis’d he ought to have retreated home. 

But he reads politicks to Abfalom, 

For never Hebronite, though kick’d and fcorn’d^ 
To his own country willingly return’d. 

— But, leaving famifh’d Phaleg to be fed. 

And to talk treafon for his daily bread. 

Let Hebron, nay let Hell produce a man 
So made for miftbief as Ben-Jochanan, 

A Jew of humble parentage was he. 

By trade <s Levite, though of low <legree i 
His pride no higher than the delk afpir’d. 

But fox the drudgery of pnefts was hir’d 
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To read and pray in linen epliod brave. 

And pick up fmgle fhekels from the grave* 

Marry’d at laft, but finding charge come fafier. 

He coaid not live by God> but chang’d his mafier t 
Infpir’d by want, was made a fadious tool. 

They got a villain, and v^e loft a fooL 
Still violent, whatever caufe he took. 

But moft againft the party he forfook. 

For renegadoes, who ne’er turn by halves. 

Are bound in confcience to be double knaves* . 

So this profe-prophet took raoft monftrous pains,, 

To let his mafters fee he caam d his gains* 

But, as the devil owes all his imps a ftiame,. 

He chole th’ apoftate for his pioper theme ; 

With little pains he made the pidure tiue. 

And from reflexion took the rogue he drew* 

A wondrous work, to prove the Jewifh nation 
In eveiy age a murmuring generation ; 

To trace ^em from their infancy of finning. 

And ftiew them fadious from their firft beginning. 

To prove they could rebel, and rail, and mock. 

Much to the credit of the chofen flock , 

A ftrong authority, which muft convince. 

That faints own no allegiance to theii prince. 

As ’tis a leading-card to make a whore. 

To piove her mother had turn’d up before. 

But, tell me, did the drunken patriarch blefs 
The fon that ftiew ’d his father’s nakednefs > 

Such thanks the prefent church thy pen will give. 
Which proves rebellion was £6 primitive, 

Muft 
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Muft ancient failings be examples made ? 

Then murtherers from Cam may learn their tradev 
As thou the heathen and the faint haf: drawn, 
Methinks th' apoftate was the better man : 

And thy hot father, waving my refpc(^t. 

Not of a mother church, but of a feft. 

And fuch he needs muft be of thy inditing. 

This comes of drinking affes milk and writing* 

If Balak fhould be call'd to leave his place. 

As profit is the loudeft call of grace. 

His temple, difpoffefs'd of one, would be 
Replenilh^d with feven devils more by thee* 

Levi, thou art a load, I *11 lay thee down. 

And ihew lebellion bare, without a gown ; 

Poor flaves in metre, dull and addle^pated. 

Who rhyme below ev*n David’s Pfalms tianflated* 
Some in my fpeedy pace I muft out-run. 

As lame Mephibofheth the wiaaid’s fon : 

To make quick way, I *11 leap o’er heavy blocks^ 

Shun rotten Uzza as I would the pox ; 

And haften Og and Doeg to rehearfe. 

Two fools that crutch their feeble fenfe on verfej 
Who by my Mufc to all fucceeding times. 

Shall live in fpight of their own doggrel rhymes. 

Doeg, though without knowing how or why. 

Made ftill a blundering kind of melody ; 

Spurred boldly on, and dafli’d through thick and this, 
Through fenfe and nonfenfe, never out nor in , 

Pree from all meaning, whether good or bad, 

A)id in one word, heroically mad ; 


He 
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He was too warm on picking-work to dwell. 

But fagotted his notions as they fell. 

And if they rhym’d and rattled, all was well. 
Spiteful he is not, though he wrote a fatyr. 

For ftill there goes fome thinking to ill nature : 
He needs no more thai birds and beads to think. 
Ail his occadons are to eat and drink. 

If he call rogue and lafcal from a garret. 

He means you no more itnfchief than a parrot : 
The words for friend and foe alike weie made. 
To fettei them in verfe is all his trade. 

For almonds he ’ll cry whoie to his own mother* 
And call young Abfalom king David’s brother* 
Let him be gallows-fiee by my confent. 

And nothing fufler fince he nothing meant 5 
Hanging fuppofes human loul and reafon. 

This animal ’s below committing treafon : 

Shall he be hang d who pe\cr could rebel ? 

That 's a preferment for Achitophel. 

The woman that committed buggery. 

Was rightly fentenc’d by the law to diej 
But ’twas hard fate that to the gallows led 
The dog that never heard the datute read* 
Railing in other men may be a crime, 

But ought to pafs for mere inftind in him : 
Inftindl he follows and no farther knows. 

For to write verfe with him is to tranfprofe. 
’’Twere pity treafon at his door to lay. 

Who makes heaven’s gate a lock to its own key : 
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Let him rail on, let his inveftive Mufe 
Have four and twenty letteis to abufe. 

Which, i/ he jumbles to one line of fenfe, 

Indidl him of a capital offence. 

In fire-woiks gi\e him leave to vent his fpight, 

Thofe are the only fcrpcnts he can write , 

The height of his ambition is, we know. 

But to be m after of a puppet-fiiow. 

On that one ftage his works may yet appear. 

And a month’s harveft keeps him all the j-ear. 

Now ftop your nofes, readers, all and feme, 

Foi here ’s a tun of midnight-work to come, 

Cg from a treafon-tavern rowling home. 

Round as a globe, and liquor’d every chink> 

Goodly and great he fails behmd his link ; 

With all this bulk there ’s nothing loft in Og^ 

For every inch that is not fool is logue : 

A monftrous mafs of foul corrupted matter,, 

As all the devils had fpew’d to make the batter,. 

When wune has given him courage to blafpheme. 

He curies God, but God before curft him ; 

And, if man could have icafon, none has morcy 
That made his paunch fo rich, and him fo poor. 

With wealth he was not trufted, for hea' cn knew 
What ’twas of old to pamper up a Jew , 

To what would he on quail and pheafant fwcll. 

That ev’n on tripe and carrion could rebel 

But the’ heaven made him poor, w ith rev erence fpeakiiig. 

He never was a poet of God’s making; 



ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL. 189 

The midwife laid her hand on his thick fkuIJ^ 

With this prophetic blelTing-— Be thou dull ; 

Drink, fwear and roar, forbear no lewd delight 
Fit for thy bulk, do any thing but write : 

Thou art of lafting make, like thoughtlefs men* 

A ftrong nativity — but for the pen! 

Eat opium, mingle arfenic in thy drink. 

Still thou mayfi: live, avoiding pen and ink. 

I fee, I fee, *tis counfel given in vain. 

For treafon botcht in rhyme will be thy bane ; 

Rhyme is the rock on which thou art to wreck* 

^Tis fatal to thy fame and to thy neck : 

Why fhould thy metre good king David blaft F 
A pfalm of his will furely be thy lafl. 

Dar’fl thou piefumc in verfe to meet thy foes. 

Thou whom the penny pa nphlet foifd in profe ^ 

Doeg, whom God for mankind’s mirth has made. 

O’er tops thy talent m thy very trade ; 

Doeg to thee, thy paintings are fo coarfe, 

A poet IS, though he ’s the poet’s horfe. 

A double noofe thou on thy neck doft pull 
For writing treafon, and for writing dull ; 

To die for fadion is a common e\il. 

But to be bang’d for nonfenfe is the devil: 

Had thou the glories of thy king expieff. 

Thy praifes had been fatyr at the bell ; 

But thou in clumfy verfe, unlickt, unpointed. 

Haft fhamefully defy’d the Lord’s anointed : 

I will not rake the dunghill for thy crimes. 

For -who would read thy life that reads thy ihymes? 
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But of king David's foes be this the doom^ 

May all be like the }oung man Abfalom ! 

And for my foes may this their blelhng he, 

To talk like Doeg, and to v.iite like th^e 
Achijtophel, each rank, degiee, and age. 

For laiious ends neglefts not to engage, 

The wife and rich for piirfe and coanfcl brought> 
The fools and beggars for their number fought • 
Who yet not only on the town depends, 

Foi evki in court the fadion had its fi lends ; 

Thefe thought the places they poflefl too fmall. 

And in their hearts ^vifh’d court and king to fall: 
Whofe names the Mafe difdaining, holds i' th' dark> 
Thiufl in the villain herd without a maik; 

With paiafites and lihcl-fpawning imps, 

Intixgmng fops, dull jefters, and worfe pimps* 
Difdain the rafeal labble to puifue. 

Their lot cabals are yet a i iler crew 

See where involv'd in common fmoak they fit; 

Some for oui miith, fome foi cur fatyr fit : 

Thefe gloomy, thoughtful, and on mifchief bent,. 
While thofe for mere good fellow fhip frequent 
Th' appointed club, can let fedition pafs, 

Senf;, nonfenfe, any thing t' employ the glafs; 

And who believe in their dull honell heaits. 

The reft talk treafon but to flicw then parts ; 

Who ne'er had wit or will for mifchief yet. 

But pleas’d to be reputed of a fee. 

But in the facied annals of our plot, 

Induftrious Aiod nev er be forgot ; 


The 
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Tlie labours of this midnight-magifliate. 

May vie \\ith Corah’s to pieferve the ftate. 

In fearch of arms he fail’d not to lay hold 

Oil \^ar’s moil powerful dangerous weapon, gold^ 

And lalf, to take from Jebufites all odds> 

Their altars pillag’d, flole their very gods 
Oft would he cry, when treafuie he furpris’d^ 

^Tis Eaalifli gold in Da\ id’s coin difguis’d. 

Which to his houfe with richer reliques came. 

While lumber idols only fed the flame : 

For our wife rabble ne’er took pains t* enquire. 

What ’twas he burnt, fo ’t made a rouflng fire. 

With which 0111 elder was enricht no more 
Than falfe Gehazi w ith the Syrian’s ftore ; 

So poor, that when our chuflng-tribes were met,, 

E^'’n foi his {linking votes he ran in debt; 

For meat the wicked, and as authors think, 

'rhe faints he chous’d for his eledling drink ; 

'l^hus eveiy fhift and fubtlc method pad. 

And all to be no Zaken at the lafl. 

Now, rais’d on T>re’s fad luiirs. Pharaoh’s pnde 
Soai’d high, his le^iions thrcatnine far and wide, 

As when a battering llonn engender’d high. 

By winds uphJd, hangs hovering in the fky. 

Is gaz’d upon by every trembling fwain. 

This for his vincvaid lears, and that his g’-ain ; 

For blooming plants, and fiow’eis new opening, thefe^ 
For lambs yean’d lately, and far-labouiing bees ^ 

To guard his flock each to the gods does call, 
Unceitain where the firc-charg’d ciouda will fall ; 

Ev’h 
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Ev*n fo the doubtful nations watch his arms. 
With terror each ^xpe<fling his alarms. 

Where, Judah, where was now thy lion’s roar? 
Thou only couldft the captive lands reflore : 

But thou, with inbred broils and fafi:ion prell. 
From Egypt heed’d: a guardian with the red. 
Thy prince from fanhedrims no truft allow’d. 
Too much the reprefenters of the crowd. 

Who for their own defence give no fupply. 

But what the crown’s prerogatives muft buy : 

As if their monarch’s rights to violate 
More needful were, than to preferve the date! 
From prefent dangers they divert their care. 

And all their fears are of the royal heir; 

Whom now the reigning malice of his foes, 
Unjudg’d would lentence, and ere crown depolt,. 
Religion the pretence, but their decree 
To bar his reign, whate’er his faith fhall be I 
By fanhedrims and clamorous crowds thus pred. 
What paflions rent the righteous David’s biead ! 
Who knows not how t’ oppofe oi to comply, 
Unjuft to grant and dangerous to deny I 
How near In this daik jundure Ifrael’s fate, 
Whofe peace one foie expedient could create, 
W'hich yet th’ extreamed virtue did require, 

Ev’n of that piince whofe downfal they confpirel 
His abfence David does with tears advife 
T’ appeafe their rage. Undaunted he complies ; 
Thus he who prodigal of blood and eafe, 

A royal life expos’d to winds and feas. 


At 
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At once contending with the waves and fire. 

And heading danger in the wars of Tyre, 

Inglorious now forfakes his natiie fand. 

And like an exile quits the piomis^d land ! 

Our monarch fcaice from prelling tears refrains. 

And painfully his royal ftate maintains. 

Who now embracing on th' extreamell fhore 
Almofi: revokes what he enjoin’d before : 

Concludes at lad more truft to be allow’d 
1 o fiorms and feas than to the raging crow d ! 

Forbear, raih Mufe, the parting feene to draw. 

With filence charm'd as deep as then’s that faw ^ 

Not only our attending nobles weep, 

But hardy faiiors fweli with tears the deep ! 

The tide reiliam’d her courfe, and more aina/’J, 

I'he twin-ltars on the royal brothers gaz'd ; 

Wilde this foie fear — 

Does trouble to our fuffering hero bring, 

Left next the popular rage opprefs the king ! 

Thus parting, each for th' other’s danger griev’d, 

The Ibore the king, and feas the prince receiv’d. 

Go, injur’d hero, w^hile propitious gales. 

Soft {IS thy confort’s breath, infpire thy fails , 

Well may flie truft her beauties on a flood, 

W here thy triumphant fleets fo oft have rode ! 

Sate on thy breaft reclin’d her reft be deep, 

Bock’d like a Nereid b> the wa\cs afleep ; 

While happieft dreams her fancy entertain. 

And to Elyfian fields convert the mam i 

VoL. xVm. o Go, 
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Go> injur'd hero^ while the fhores of Tyre 
At thjr approach fo filent fhall admire. 

Who on thy thunder flill tlieir thoughts employs^ 
And greet thy landing with a tiembling joy. 

On heroes thus the prophet's fate is thrown. 
Admir'd by every nation but their own , 

Yet while our faflious Jews his worth deny. 
Their aking confeience gives their tongue the he* 
E\ \\ in the worft of men the nobleft parts 
Confers him, and he triumphs in their hearts. 
Whom to his king the beft refpefis commend 
Of fubjedl, foldier, kinfman, prince, and fiiend 
All facred names of mofi: divine edeem. 

And to perfection all fudam'd by him. 

Wife, jud, and condant, couitly without art^^, 
Swift to diicein and to reward deiert* 

No hour of his in fiuitlefs eafe dedroy'd, 

El t on the nobied fubjeds dill employ'd ; 

Wbofe deady foul ne'er learnt to feparate 
Eli ween his monarch’s intered and the date. 

But heaps thoie bleliings on the royal head, 

W hich he well knows mud be on fubjeCis died^ 
On what pretence could then the v ulgar rage 
Agoird ills worth and native rights engage ? 
Religious fears their argument are made, 
Reli-ious fears his facred rights invade ! 

Of future fuperdition they complain, 

A id jebufitic wordiip m his reign : 

With iVvh alarms lus foes the crowd deceive. 
With dangers fright which not themfehes belkie 
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Since nothing can our facred rites remove;^ 

Whatever the faith of the fucceffor prove : 

Our Jews their ark fliall undifturb'd retain. 

At leaft while their religion is their gain. 

Who know by old expeiience BaaFs commands 
Not only claim’d their confcience bat their lands ,* 
They grudge Cod’s tithes, how therefore (hall they } ielif 
An idol full poffeflion of the field ? 

Grant fuch a prince enthron’d, we muft confefs 
The people’s fufierings than that monarch’s lefs,. 

Who mufl: to hard conditions ftill be bound. 

And for his quiet with the crowd compound ; 

Or fhould his thoughts to tyranny incline. 

Where are the means to compafs the defign ? 

Our crown’s re\enues aie too fhort a fiore. 

And jealous fanhedrims would give no more^ 

As \ am our fears of Egypt's potent aid. 

Not fb has Pharaoh learnt ambition’s trade. 

Nor ever widi fuch meafures can comply. 

As fhock the common rules of policy ; 

^None dread like him the growth of Ifrael’s king,. 

And he alone fufficient aids can bring ; 

Who knows that prince to Egypt can give law. 

That on our fiubborn tribes his yoke could draw^ 

At fuch profound expence he has not flood. 

Nor dy’d for this his hands fo deep in blood; 

Would ne’er through wiong and right his progrefs take^ 
Grudge his own reft, and keep the world awake. 

To fix a lawiefs prince on Judah’s throne, 

Firft to m-vadc our rights, and then hx& dwix; 

0 z. 


His 
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His dear-gain'd conquers cheaply to defpoil. 

And reap the harveft of his crimes and toil. 

We grant his wealth %aft as our ocean's (and. 

And curfe its fatal influence on our land. 

Which our brib'd Jews fo numeroullv partake. 

That ev'n an hoii: his penfioners would make , 

From thefe deceivers our divifions fpring. 

Our weaknefs, and the growth of Egypt's king; 
Thefe with pretended fnendlhip to the Hate, 

Cur crowd's fufpicion of their prince create, 

Epth pleas'd and frighten'd with the fpecious cry. 

To guard their facred lights and property ; 

To ruin, thus the chofen flock are fold. 

While wolves are ta'en for guardians of the fold ; 
Seduc'd by thefe we groundlefsly complain. 

And loath the manna of a gentle reign : 

Thus our forefathers crooked paths are trod. 

We truft our prince no more than they their God, 
But all m vain our reafoning piophets preach. 

To thofe whom fad experience ne'er could teach. 
Who can commence new broils in bleeding fcais. 
And frefh remembrance of inteflme wars , 

When the fame houfhcld mortal foes did ) leld. 

And brothers ftain'd with brothers blood the field; 
When foils curft ftcel the fathers gore did ilain. 

And mothers mourn'd for fons by fatheis fiain ! 
When thick as Eg}pt's locufts on the fand. 

Our tubes lay flaughter'd through the promis'd land, 
Whofe few furvivors with worfe fate remain. 

To drag the bondage of a tyrant's rv,ign 


Which 
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Whicli fcene of woes, unknowing, we renew. 

And madly, ev’n thofe ills we iear, purfue ; 

While Pharaoh laughs at our domeftic broils* 

And fafely crowds his tents with nations Ipoils. 

Yet our fierce fanhednm in reftlcfs rage, 

Againft our abfent hero ftill engage. 

And chiefly urge, fuch did their frenzy pro\ e,. 

The only fuit their prince forbids to move^ 

Which till obtain'd they ceafe affairs of ffate,, 

And real dangers wave for groundlefs hate. 

Long David's patience waits relief to bring. 

With all th' indulgence of a lawful king, 

Expedmg till the troubled waves would ceafe,. 

But found the raging billows ffiil increafe. 

The crowd, whofe infolence forbearance fwells. 

While he foigives too far, almofl: rebels* 

At Jaff: his deep refentments filence broke, 

Th' imperial palace ffiook, while thus he fpoke. 

Then Juftice wake, and Rigor take her time. 

For lo ! our mercy is become our crime. 

While halting Pumfhment her ftroke delays. 

Our fovereign right, heaven's facred truft, decays ’ 

For whole fupport ev'n fubjeds intereft calls. 

Woe to that kingdom where the monarch falls ! 

That prince who yields the leaf! of regal fway. 

So far his people's freedom does betray. 

Right lives by law, and law fubfffts by power ; 

Difarm the ihepherd, wolves the flock devour. 

Hard lot of empire o'er a ffubborn race. 

Which heaven itfelf in vain has try’d with grace I 

O 3. When 
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When vull our reafon’s long-charm'd eyes unclofc# 

And Ifrael judge between her friends and foes ? 

When fhall we fee expir’d deceivers fway. 

And credit what our God and monarchs fay ? 
Diffembledpatiiots, brib’d with Egypt’s gold, 

Ev’n fanhedrims in blind obedience hold ; 

Thofe patriots falfhood in their adlions fee. 

And judge by the pernicious fruit the tree ; 

If aught for which fo loudly they declaim, 

Religion, laws, and fieedom, weie their aim ; 

Our fenates in due methods they had led, 

T’ avoid thofe mifchiefs which they feem’d to dread; 
But firft ere yet they propt the finking fiate, 

T’ impeach and charge, as urg’d by private hate ; 
Proves that they ne’er believ’d the fears they prefi, 

But barbaroufly deftroy’d the nation’s reft i 
O ! whither will ungovern’d fenatts drive. 

And to what bounds licentious votes arrive ? 

When their injuftice we aie prefs’d to ftiaie. 

The monarch urg’d t’ exclude the lawful heir ; 

Are princes thus diftinguifti’d from the crowd. 

And this the privilege of royal blood ? 

But grant we fhould confirm the wrongs they prefi, 
His fufferings yet were than the people’s lefs; 
Condemn’d for life the murdering fword to wield. 
And on their heirs entail a bloody field : 

Thus madly their own freedom they betray. 

And for th’’ oppreffion which they fear make way ; 
Succeflion fix’d by heaven, the kingdom’s bar. 

Which once difiblv’d, admits tlie flood of war; 

Wafc, 
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Wafte, rapine> fpoil, without, th' aflkult begin. 

And our mad tribes fupplant the fence within. 

Since then then good they will not underftand, 

^Tis time to take the monarch’s power in hand 5 
Authority and foice to join with fkill. 

And fave the lunatics againft their will. 

The fame rough means that fwage the crowd, appeafe’ 
Our fenates raging with the crowd’s difeafe. 
Henceforth unbiafs’d meafures let them draw 
From no falle glofs, but genuine te:%t of law ; 

Nor urge thofe crimes upon religion’s fcore, 
Themfehes fo much in Jebufites abhor. * 

Whom lav^s convidf, and only they, ftiall bleed; 

Nor phaiifees by phanfees be freed. 

Impartial judice from our tin one fhall Ihower, 

All fhall have right, and w e oar fovereign power. 

He faid, ch’ attendants heard with awful joy, • 

And glad prefages their fi't’d thoughts employ; 

From Hebron now the fuffering heir return’d, 

A realm that long with civil difcord mourn’d; 

Till his approach, like fome ai riving God, 

Compos’d and heal’d the place of his abode. 

The deluge check’d that to Judea fpread. 

And flopp’d fedition at the fountain’s head. 

’Thus in forgiving David’s paths he drives. 

And, chas’d from Ifrael, Ifrael’s peace contrives. 

The field confefs’d his power in aims before. 

And feas proclaim’d his triumphs to the fhore , 

As nobly has his fway in Hebron fhown. 

How fit t’ inherit godlike David’s throne, 

O 4. 


Through 
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'I'hrough Sion's ftreets his glad arrival 's fprcad* 

And confcious fadion Ihrinks her fnaky head ; 

His train their fufFerings think o’erpaid, to fee 
The crowd's applaufe with virtue once agree. 

Succefs charms all, but zeal for worth diftreft 
A virtue proper to the brave and beft , 

*Mongfl whom w^as Jothran, Jothran always bent 
To ferve the crown, and lo}al by defcent, 

Whofe conflancy fo firm, and condu($t jult, 

Deferv'd at once two royal mailers truft ; 

Who Tyre's proud arms had manfully withftood 
On feas, and gather'd lauiels from the flood ; 

Of learning yet, no portion w^as deny'd. 

Friend to the Mufes and the Mufes' pride* 

!Nor can Benaiah's worth forgotten lie. 

Of fteady foul when public florins were high ; 

Whofe conduft, while the Moor fierce onfets made. 
Secur'd at once our honoiu and our trade. 

Such were the chiefs who moft his fufienngs mourn'd 
And view’d with filent joy the prince return'd ; 

While thofe that fought his abfcnce to betray, 

Prefs iirft their naufeous falfe refpeds to pay j 
Him ftill th' oflicious hypociites moleft. 

And with malicious duty break his refl* 

While real tranfports thus his friends employ,, 

And fees arc loud in their difleinbled joy. 

His triumphs fo refoimded far and near. 

Miff’d not his young ambitious ri* ai’s ear; 

And as when jojful hunters clamouious tram 
Some flumbtrnjg lion wakes in Mcab's plain. 

Who 
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Who oft had forc'd the bold affailants yields 
And fcatter'd his purfuers through the held, 
Difdaining, furls his mane and ttars the ground* 
His eyes enflaming all the defart round. 

With roar of feas diredts his chafeis way* 

Provokes from far, and dares them to the fray ; 
Such rage ftorm'd now m Abfalom's fierce breafl:,^ 
Such indignation his fir’d eyes confefi ; 

Where now was the inftrudor of his pride ? 

Slept the old pa lot in fo rough a tide ? 

Whofe wiles had from the happy fhore betray'd. 
And thus on fiielves the credulous youth convey'd i 
In deep revolving thoughts he weighs hia fiate* 
Secure of craft, nor doubts to baffle fate, 

At ieafi, if his ftorra'd bark mufi go adrift* 

To baulk his charge* and for himfelf to Ihift*, 

In which his dextrous wit had oft been (hown* 

And m the wreck of kingdoms fav'd his own ; 

But now with more than common danger preft,^ 

Of various refolution Hands poflefi* 

•Perceives the crowd's unfiable zeal decay,. 

Left their recanting chief the caufe betray,. 

Who on a father's grace his hopes- may ground^ 
And for his pardon with their beads compound. 
Him therefore, eie his fortune Hip her time, 

I’he ftatefman plots t' engage in fome bold crime 
Pa ft pardon, whether to attempt his bed. 

Or threat v ith open aims the royal hea<I*, 

Oi other daring method, and unjuft* 

That may confirm him in the people's, truft. 


But 
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But failing thus t^ enfnare him, nor fecure 
How long his foiPd ambition may endure. 

Plots next to lay him by as pall his date. 

And try fome new pretender’s luckier fate ; 

Whofe hopes with equal toil he would purfue, 

Nor cares what claimer 's crown’d, except the true. 
Wake, Abfalom, approaching ruin fhun. 

And fee, O fee, for whom thou art undone I 
How are thy honours and thy fame betray’d. 

The property of defperate villains made ? 

Loft power and confcious fears their crimes create. 
And guilt in them was little lefs than fate. 

But why Ihouldft thou, from every grievance free, 
Forfake thy vineyards for their ftorniy fea ^ 

For thee did Canaan’s milk and honey flow. 

Love dref&’d thy bowers, and laurels fought thy brow. 
Preferment, wealth, and power, thy vaffals were. 

And of a monarch all things but the care. 

Oh ftionld our crimes again that curfe draw down. 
And rebel-arms once more attempt the crown, 

5uie rum v/aits unhappy Abfalom, 

Alike by conqueft or defeat undone ; 

Who could relentlefs fee fuch youth and charms. 
Expire with wretched fate in impious arms ? 

A prince fo form’d viith earth’s and heaien’s applaufe. 
To triumph o’er crown’d heads in David’s caufe : 

Or grant him vi^or, flill his hopes mu ft fail. 

Who conquenng would not for lumfelf prevail ; 

The fadion whom he trufts for future fway. 

Him and the public would alike betray ; 


Amongft 
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Amongll thcmfelves divide the captive ftate. 

And found their hydra-empire in his fate ^ 

Thus having beat the clouds with painful flight. 

The pity’d youth, with fcepters in his light, 

5 o have their cruel politics decieed, 

Muft, by that crew that made him guilty, bleed J 
For could their pride brock any prince’s fway, 

Whom but mild David would they chufe t* obey ? 
Who once at fuch a gcnde reign repine. 

The fall of monaichy itfelf defign 9 
From hate to that their reformations fpring. 

And Da\ id not their grievance, but the king* 

Seiz’d now with panic fear the fadion lies. 

Left this clear truth ftrike Abfalom’s charm’d eyes. 
Left he perceive, from long enchantment free^ 

What all beflde the flatter’d youth muft fee. 

But whate’er doubts his troubled bofom fwell. 

Fair carriage ftiil became AchitopheL 
Who now an envious feftival enftals. 

And to fuT^ey their ftrength the fadion calls. 

Which fraud, leligious worftiip too muft gild ; 

But oh how weakly does fedidon build ? 

For lo 1 the royal mandate iflues forth, 

Dafhing at once their treafon, zeal, and mirth I 
So have I feen dilaftrous chance invade. 

Where careful emmets had their forage laid. 

Whether fierce Vulcan’s rage the furzy plain 
Had feiz’d, engender’d by fome carelefs fwainj 
Or fwelling Neptune lawlefs inroads made. 

And to their cell of ftoie has flood convey’d j 


The 
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The commonwealth broke up, diftiaded go. 

And in wild hafle their loaded mates overthrow j 
Ev'n fo onr fcatter’d gucfts confus’dlj meet. 

With boil'd, bak'd, roaft, all juftling in the flreet; 
Dejeding all, and ruefully difmay'd. 

For jfhekel without treat or treafon paid. 

Sedition’s dark eclipfe now fainter fliows. 

More bright each hour the roj al planet grows. 

Of force the clouds of envy to difperfe, 

In kind conjundion of all fling liars. 

Here, labouring Mufe, thofe glorious chiefs relate* 
That turn’d the doubtful fcale of David’s fate. 

The reft of that illuftrious band rehearfe. 
Immortaliz’d in laurel’d Afaph’s verfe . 

Hard talk I yet will not I thy flight recal. 

View heaven, and then enjoy thy glorious falL 
Firft write Bezahel, whofe illuftrious name 
Foreftalls our praife, and gives his poet fame. 

The Kenites rocky province his command, 

A barren limb of fertile Canaan’s land ; 

Which for its generous natives yet could be 
Held worthy fuch a prefid<nt as he I 
Bezaliel with each grace and virtue fraught. 

Serene his looks , ferene his life and thought ; 

On whom fo largely nature heap’d her ftore. 

There fcarce remain’d for arts to give him more I 
To aid the crown and ftate his greateft zeal. 

His fecond care that fervice to conceal ; 

Of dues obfervant, firm to every trull. 

And to the needy always more than juft.. 
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^Tio truth from fpecious fallhood can divide. 

Has ail the gownfmens fkili witliout their pride ; 

Thus crown'd with worth from heights of honour won> 
Sees all his glories copy'd 111 his fon, 

Whofe forward fame fhould every Mufe engage: 
Whofe youth boafts Ikili deny'd to others’ age. 

Men, manneis, language, books of nobleft kind. 
Already aie the conqueft of his mind. 

Whofe loyalty before its date was prime ; 

Not waited the dull courfe of rolling time : 

The monfter fa^lion early he difma^ 'd. 

And David’s caufe long hnee confefs’d his aid. 

Brave Abdael o'er the prophet's fchool was plac’d ; 
Abdael with all his father’s virtue grac'd ; 

A heio, who, while ftars look'd wondering down. 
Without one Hebiew's blood reftor'd the crown. 

That piaife was his ; what theieforc did remain 
For following chiefs, but boldly to maintain 
That crown rellor’d ; and in this rank of fame. 

Brave Abdael with the firll a place muft claim. 
.Proceed, illuftnous, happy chief! proceed, 

Forefeize the garlands for thy brow' decreed, 

\^hilex.th' infpir'd tribe attend with nobleft llrain 
To regifter the glories thou ft' alt gam . 

For fure the dew (hall Gilboah's hills forfake. 

And Jordan mix his Stream with Sodom’s lake; 

Or Teas retir'd 4 heir fecret ftores dilclofe. 

And to the fun their fcaly brood expofe. 

Or fwell’d above the clifts their billows raife, 

Befoie the Mufes leave their patron's praile. 


EKab 
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Eliab our next labour does in\ ite^ 

And hard the talk to do Ehab right : 

Long with the royal wanderer he rov'd. 

And firm in all the turns of fortune prov'd I 
Such ancient fervicc and defert fo large. 

Well claim'd the royal houfhold for his charge. 

His age with only one mild heirefs bleft^ 

In all the bloom of fmiling nature dieU, 

And bleft again to fee his flower ally'd 
To David's flock, and made young Othniel's bride f 
The bright reflorer of his father’s youth. 

Devoted to a fon's and fubjedPs truth : 

Refolv'd to bear that prize of duty home. 

So bravely fought, while fought by Abfalom., 

Ah prince! th' illuflrions planet of thy birth. 

And thy more powerful virtue guard thy worth ^ 

That no Achitophel thy ruin boaft i 
Ifrael too much in one fuch wreck has loft. 

Ev'n envy muft conlent to Helen's worth, 

Whofe foul, though Egypt glories in his birth,, 

Could for our captive-ark its zeal retain. 

And Phaiaoh's altars in their pomp difdain : 

To flight his gods was fraall , with nobler pride^ 

He all til' alluiements of his court defy'd. 

Whom profit nor example could betiaj-. 

But Ifrael’s fiiend, and true to David's f\va)v 
What aSfls of favour in his prov ince fall. 

On merit he confers, and freely all. 

Our lift of iKibles next let Airiri grace, 

Whofe merits claim’d the Abethdin’s high place ; 

Who* 
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Who viith a loyalty that did excel. 

Brought all th' endowments of AchitopheL 
Sincere was Amri> and not only knew> 

But IfraeFs fandlions into praiflice drew ; 

Our laws, that did a boundlefs ocean feein,^ 

Weie coafted all, and fathom’d all by him^ 

No rabbin fpeaks like him their myliic fenfe^ 

So juft, and with fuch charms of eloquence : 

To whom the double blefling does belong. 

With Mofes’ infpiration, Aaron’s tongue. 

Than Sheva none more loyal zeal have ftxowiv 
Wakeful as Judah’s lion for the crown> 

Who for that canCe ftill combats m his age. 

For which his youth with danger did engage,. 

In vam our fadious pricfts the cant revive , 

In vain feditious fcribes with libel ftiive 
T’ enftame the crowd , while he with watchful eye 
Obferves, and ftioots their treafons as they fiy : 

Their weekly frauds his keen replies detcd 
He undeceives more faft than they inf eft. 

So Mofes, when the peft on legions prey’d. 

Advanc’d his ftgnal, and the plague was ftay’d.* 

Once more, my fainting Mufe, thy pinions try^ 

And ftrength’s exhaufted ftore let love fupply. 

What tribute, Afaph, jDball we render thee ? 

We ’ll crown thee with a wreath from thy own trecL 
Thy laurel grove no envy’s fialh can blaft 
The fong of Afaph fliall for ever laft. 

With wonder late poftenty lhali dwell 
Cn Abfaiom and £alfe Achitopheli 


Thy 
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Thy ftrains fiiall be our flumbenng prophets dream. 
And when our Sion virgins fing their theme ; 

Our jubilees Ihall^with thy verfe be grac’d. 

The fong of Afaph {hall for ever laft. 

How fierce his fatyr loos’d ; reftrain’d, how tamej 
How tender of th’ offending young man’s fame ’ 
How well his worth, and brave adventures fill’d ; 
Juft to his virtues, to his error mild* 

No page of thine, that fears the ftndeft view. 

But teems with juft reproof, or praife as due , 

Not Eden could a fairer profpeft yield. 

All paradife without one barren field : 

Whofe wit the cenfure of his foes has paft, 

The fong of Afaph lhall for ever laft. 

What praife for fuch rich ftrains fhall we allow ? 
What juft rewards the grateful crown beftow ? 

Whale bees in flowers rejoice, and flowers in dew, 
While ftars and fountains to their courfe are true , 
While Judah’s throne and Sion’s rock ftand faft. 

The fong of Afaph and the fame fhall laft, 
iJtill Hebron’s honour’d happy foil retains 
Our ro>al hero’s beauteous dear remains , 

Who now fails off with winds nor wilhes flack. 

To bring his fuffenngs’ bright companion back. 

But ere fuch tranfport can our fenfe employ, 

A bitter grief muft poifon half our joy ; 

Nor can our coafts reftor’d thofe bleffmgs fee 
Without a bribe to envious deftiny I 
Curs’d Sodom’s doom for ever fix the tide 
"Vf here by inglorious chance the valiant dy’d I 


Give 
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Give not infulting Alkalon to know, 

JSfor let Gath’s daughters tiiumph in our woe! 

No failor with the news fwell Egypt’s pride. 

By what inglorious fate our valiant dy’d I 
Weep, Arnon ! Jordan, weep thy fpuntains dry^ 

While Sion’s rock difTolves for a fupply. 

Calm were the elements, night’s filence deep. 

The waves fcarce murmuring, and the winds aflcepii 
Yet 6te for ruin takes fo ftill an hour. 

And treacherous fands the princely bark devour j 
Then death unworthy feiz’d a generous race,^ 

To virtue’s fcandal^ and the ftars difgrace 1 

Oh ! had th’ indulgent powers vouchfaf’d to yicld^. 

Inftead o£faithlefs ihelves, a lifted field ; 

A lifted field of Heaven’s and David’s foes. 

Fierce as the troops that did his youth oppofe. 

Each life had on his llaugLter’d heap retir’d. 

Not tamely, and unconquering thus expirM ; 

But deftiny is now their only foe. 

And dying ev’n o’er that they triumph too ; 

With loud laft breatlis their mailer’s fcape applaud. 

Of whom kind force could fcarce the fates defiaud^ 

Who for fuch followers loft, 0 matchlefs mind I 
At his own fafety now almoft repin’d i 
Say, royal Sir, by all your fame in arni$» 

Your praife in peace, and by Urania’s charms ; 

If all your fufferings paft fo nearly preft. 

Or pierc’d with half fo painful grief your txcaft ? 

Thus feme diviner Mufe her hero forms. 

Not footh’d with foft delights* but toft m ftojms* ,, 

VoL. XVIIL P Nor 
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Hor ftretch’d on lofes in the myrtle grove. 

Nor crowns his days with mirth, his nights with love. 
But far remov’d in thundering camps is found, 

Kis {lumbers Ihort, his bed the herblefs ground : 

In talks of danger always feen the firft. 

Feeds from the hedge, and flakes with ice his thirU* 
Long muft his patience ftrive with fortune’s rage. 

And long oppofing gods themfelves engage, 

Mull: fee his country flame, his friends deftroy’d. 
Before the promis’d empire be enjoy’d • 

Such toil of fate muft build a man of fame. 

And fuch, to Ifrael’s crown, the god-like David came. 
What fudden beams difpel the clouds fo fall, 

Whofe drenching rams laid all our vineyards wafte I 
The fpring fo far behind her courfe delay’d. 

On th’ inftant is in all her bloom array’d , 

The winds breathe low, the elements ferene ; 

Yet mark what motion in the waves is feen I 
Thronging and bufy as Hyblaean fwarrns^ 

Or llraggled foldiers fummon’d to their arms. 

See where the princely bark in loofefl pride. 

With all her guardian fleet, adorns the tide I 
High on her deck the royal lovers fland. 

Our crimes to pardon ere they touch’d our land,. 
Welcome to ifraei and to David’s breail ! 

Here all your toils, here all your fufferings reft.. 

This year did iSiloah nile Jerufalem, 

And boldly all fcdition’s Syrtes ftem. 

Howe’er incumber’d with a viler pair, 

Than 2iph or Shimei to aifiil the chairs 


Yet 
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Yet Ziloah's loyal labours fo prevail'd 
That fa6Hon at the next eledion fail'd. 

When ev'n the common cry did juftice found. 

And merit by the multitude was crown'd ; 

With David then was Ifrael's peace reftor'd. 

Crowds mourn'd their erroi, and obey'd their lord* 
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THE MEDAL. 

A SATIRE AGAINST SEDITION. 


EPISTLE TO TPIE WHIGS. 

"IT O R to wliom can I dedicate this poem, with fo 
^ much juftice as to you ? It is the reprefentation 
of your own hero : it is the pidure drawn at length, 
which you admire and prize fo much in little. None 
of your ornaments are wanting; neither the landfcape of 
your Tower, nor the rifing fun ; nor the Anno Domini 
of your new fovereign^s coronation. This muft needs 
he a grateful undertaking to your whole party ; cfpe- 
cially to thofe who have not been fo happy as to pur- 
chafe the original. I hear the graver has made a good 
market of it: all Ms kings are bought up aheady , or 
the value of the remainder fo inhanced, that many, a 
poor Polander, who would be glad to worfliip the image, 
is not able to go to the coft of him : but mjill be con- 
tent to fee him here. I muft confefs I am no great ar- 
tift ; but lign-pofi: painting will fcrve the turn to re- 
member a friend by, efpecially when better is not to 
be had. Yet, for your comfort, the lineaments are true ; 
and though he fat not five times to me, as he did to B. 
yet I ha\e confultcd hiftory; as the Italian painters do, 
when they w ould draw a Nero or a Caligula , though 

they 
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they have not feen the man, they can help their imagi-r 
tion by a ftatue of hijn, and find out the colouring 
from Suetonius and Tacitus. Truth is, you might 
have fparcd one fide of your Medal: the head would 
be feen to more advantage if it were placed on a fpike 
of the Tower, a little nearer to the fun ; which would 
then break out to l-ietter purpofe. 

You tell us m your preface to the No-protefiant Plot, 
that you lliall be forced hereafter to leave off your 
jnodcfty : I fuppofe you mean that little w^hich is left 
3rou : for it was worn to rags when you put out this 
Medal. Never w'as there pra^lifed fuch a piece of no- 
torious impudence in the face of an eftabhfhed govern- 
ment. I believe, when he is dead, you wdll wear him in 
thumb-rings, as the Turks did Scanderbeg , as if there 
w ere virtue m his bones to preferve you againfi: monar- 
chy. Yet all this while you pretend not only zeal for 
the public good, but a due veneration for the p^rfon of 
the king, Eut ail men who can fee an inch before 
them, may eafilv detect thofe grofi. fallacies. That it is 
,necefiary for nicn in ) onr circumitances to pretend both, 
is granted ) ou ; for without them there could be no 
giound to ulfe a fadlion. But I would alk you one 
cial qoelliQn, what right has any man among you, or 
any itfiociacion of men, to come nearer to you, who, 
out ol parliament, cannot be confidered in a public ca- 
pacitv , to meet as you daily do in tadlious clubs, to 
vilify the government m your difcouiles, and to libel 
it in all your WTitings ^ Who made you judges in 
Ifrael ? Or how i» it confiftent with your zeal for the 
, P 4 public 
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jJubKc welfare, to promote fedition ? Does your deiS^ 
juition of loyal, ^ hiCh is to ferve the king according to( 
the laws, allow you the hccnfc of traducing the exe- 
cutive power with which you own he is invclled ? Yoa» 
complain that his majeily has loft the love and confix 
dence of his people , and, by your very urging it, you 
endeavour what in you lies to make him lofc them. All 
good fubjedls abhor the thought oi arbitrary power, 
whether it be in one or many : if yoji w ere the patriots 
you would feera, you would not at tins rate incenfe the 
multitude to afttime it ; for no fober man can fear it, 
either from the king's difpofition or his pradlice, or 
even, where you w ould odioully lay it, from his minifSh 
ters. Give us leave to enjoy the government and be* 
nefitof laws under which we were born, and which 
we deiire to tranfmit to our pofterity. You are not the 
tniftees of the public liberty : and if you have not rigk 
to petition in a crowd, much lefs have you to intermeddle 
in the management of affairs;, or to airaign what you* 
do not like , which in effed is every thing that is done 
by the king and council. Can you imagine that any 
reafonable man will believe you refped the perfon of 
his majefty, when it is apparent that your feditious 
pamphlets are ftuffed with particular lefieclionson hin>? 
If you have the confidence to deny this,, it is eafy to be 
evinced from a thoufand palTages, which I only forbear 
to quote, becaufe I defiie they fhould die and be forr 
gotten. I have perufed many of younpapers, and to fliew 
you that I have, the third part of your No-proteftant 
Tlot 15 much of it ftoleafrom your dead author’s pamph^ 
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let,, trailed the Growth of Popery; as manifeftly as 
Milton’s Defence of the Englifh People is from Bu- 
chanan De jure regni apud Scotos: or your firll Cove- 
nant and new AHociation from the holy league of the 
Fiench Guifards. Any one who reads Davila, may 
tiace your pra£hces all along. There were the fame 
pretences for reformation and loyalty, the fame afper^ 
fions of the king, and the fame grounds of a rebellion^ 
I know not whether you will take the hiftonan’s word, 
who lays it was reported, that Pokrot a Hugono^f 
murdered Fi?ncis duke of Giufe, by die inftigadons 
of Theodore Beza, or that it wan, a Hngonot mi? 
nifter, otherwife called a Preibytenan, for our chureh 
abhors fo devilifh a tenet, who firft writ a treatife of 
the lawfhlnefs of depofing and murdering kings of a, 
different perfuafion in religion : but I am able to proven 
from the doflrine of Calvin, and principles of Buchar> 
an, that they fet the people above the magiftrate; which> 
if I midake not, is your own fundamental, and which 
carries your loyalty no farther than your liking. When 
a vote of the hopfe of commons goes on your Ixde, you 
are as ready to obferve it as 11 it w^exe paffed into a law^ 
but when you are pinched i^ith any former and yet 
unrepealed adl of parliament, you declare that m fome 
cafes you will not be obliged by it. The palfage is in 
the fame third part of the JSFo-proteftant Plot; and is too 
plain to be denied. The late copy of your intended 
adbciation, you neither wholly juftify nor condemn ; 
but as the papifts, when they are unoppofed, fly out 
into all tlie pageantries of worlhip ; but in times of wm^, 

when 
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when they are hard prefTed by arguments, lie clofe in^ 
trenched behind the Council of Trent : fo now, when 
your afairs are in a low condition, you dare not pre* 
tend that to be a legal combination; bat whenfoe^er 
you are afloat, I doubt not but it will be maintained 
and juftified to purpofe. For indeed there is nothing 
to defend it but the fword ; it is the proper time to fay 
any thing, when men have all things in their power. 

In the mean time, you would fain be nibbling at a 
parallel betwixt this aflbciation, and that in the time of 
queen Elizabeth. But there is this fmall difference be* 
twixt them, that the ends of the one are diredly oppo* 
fite to the other : one with the queen’s approbation and 
conjunction, as head of it , the other without either the 
confent or knowledge of the king, againfl whofe au- 
thority it is manifeiliy defigncd. Therefore you do 
well to have recourfe to youi laft evafion, that it was 
^jontrived by your enemies, and fliuffied into the papers 
jthat were feized j which yet you fee the nation is not fo 
cafy to believe as your own jury; but the matter is not 
difficult, to find twelve men in Newgate who wouy 
acquit a malefador. 

I have one only favour to defire of you at parting, 
that when you think of anfwering this poem, you 
would employ the fame pens againfi: it, who have com- 
bated wuth fo much fuccefs againft Abfaloixi and Achi- 
tophel , for then you may afltire yourfelves of a clear 
vidory, without the leaf! reply. Rail at me abundant- 
ly ; and, not to break a cuflom, do it without wit : by 
this method you will gain a confiderable poait, which 
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h wholly to wave the anfwer of my arguments. Never 
own the bottom of your principles, for fear they fhould 
be treafon. Fall feverely on the mifcarriages of go- 
vernment ; for if fcandal be not allowed, you are no 
freeborn fubje<fls. If God has not bieffed you with the 
talent of rhyming, make ufe of my poor {lock and wel- 
come: let youi verges run upon my feet : and for the 
utmoft refuge of notorious blockheadi), reduced to the 
extiemity of fcnfe, turn my own lines upon me^ 
and in utter defpair of your own fatyr, make me faty- 
dze myfelf. Some cf you have been driven to this bay 
already ; but, above all the reft, commend me to the 
^lon-conformift parfon, who writ the Whip and Key* 
I am afraid it is not read fo much as the piece deferves, 
•becaufe the bookfellci is every week crying help at the 
«nd of his Gazette, to get it oft'. You fee I am chari- 
stable enough to do him a kmdnefs, that it may be pub- 
lifhed as well as printed , and that fo xuucb Ikill in He- 
•brew derivations may not lie for wafte-paper in the ftiop. 
Yet I half fufpedt he went no farther foi his learning, 
.than the index of Hebrew names and etymologies, 
•whicli IS piinted at the end of '' ne Englifli bibles. If 
Achitophel fignify the brother ot a fool, the author of 
'that poem will pafs with his readers for the n«Kt of kin. 
And perhaps it is the relation that makes the kindnefs. 
Whatever the veif;s are, buy them up, I befcech you, 
out of pity 5 for I hear the conventicle is fhut up, and 
the brother of Achitophel out of fervicc. 

Now footmen you know have the geneiofity to mal e 
a puife for a member of their fociety, who has had his 

U\ery 
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livery pulled over his ears : and even protellant fock^ 
are bought up among you out of veneration to the 
name. A difienter in poetry from fenfe and Englifli 
will make as good a proteftant rhymer^ as a diiTenter 
from the chinch of England a protcflant parfon. Be- 
fides, if you encourage a young beginner, who knows 
but he may elevate his ftyle a little above the vulgar 
epithets of prophane, and fawcy Jack, and atheiilie 
•Icribler, with which he treats me, when the fit of eni^ 
thufiafm IS flroiig upon him by which well-mannered 
and charitable expreffions I was certain of his fedf be- 
fore I knew his name.. What would you ha\ e more of 
.a man ? He has damned me in your caufe from Genefis 
,to the Rcielations ; and has half the texts of both the 
Teftaments againft me, if you will be fo civil to your- 
felves as to take him for your interpreter ; and not to 
take them for Irxfh witnelTes. After all, perhaps, you 
will tell me, that you retained him only for the open- 
ing of your caufe, and that your mam lawyer is yet be- 
hind. Now if it fo happen he meet with no more repj^ 
than his predecclTors, you may eithei conclude that«I 
truft to the goodnefs of my caufe, or fear my advcrfary, 
or difdam him, or what you pleafe; for the diort of it 
is. It is indiiferent to your humble feivant, whatever, 
your party fays or thinks of him.. 


THE 



I 42* 3 

THE MEDAL. 

O F all our antic fights and pageantry. 

Which Engliih ideots run in ciowds to fee. 
The Polifh Medal bears the prize alone: 

A monfter, more the favourite of the town 
Than eithei fairs oi theatres have fhown. 

Never did art fo w ell with nature ftrii e ; 

Nor ever idol fecm’d fo much alive . 

So like the man ; fo golden to the fight. 

So bafe within, fo counterfeit and light. 

One fide is filfd with title and with face; 

And, left the king ftiould want a regal place. 

On the reverfe, a tower the town fur\ eys ; 

0*cr which our mounting fun his beams difplays. 
The word, pronounc’d aloud by Ihrieval voice, 
Lcctamur, which, in Polifh, is rejoice. 

The day, month, year, to the great ad are join’d 
And a new canting holiday defign’d. 

Five days he fat, for every caft and look , 

’Four more than God to finifh Adam took. 

But who can tell what eflence angels are. 

Or how long heaven was making Lucifer ? 

Oh, could the ftile that copy’d every grace. 

And plough’d fuch furrows for an eunuch face. 
Could It hauve form’d his ever-changing will. 

The various piece had tir’d the graver’s ikilH 
A martial hero firft, with early care. 

Blown, like a pigmy by the winds, to war. 
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A beardlefs chief, a rebel, ere a man : 

So young his hatred to his prince began* 

Next this, how wildly will ambition fteer ! 

A vermin wriggling in th' ufurper’s ear* 

Bartering his venal wit for fams of gold,. 

He caft himfelf into the faint-likc mould , 

Groan’d, figh’d, and pray’d, while godlinefs was galn^ 
The loudeft bagpipe of the fqueaking tram. 

But, as ’tis hard to cheat a juggler’s eyes. 

His open lewdnefs he could ne’er difguife. 

There Iplit the faint ; for h^'pocritic zeal 
Allows no fins but thofe it can conceal. 

Whoring to fcandal gives too large a fcope : 

Saints mufi: not trade ; but they may interlope* 

Th’ ungodly principle was all the fame ; 

But a grofs cheat betrays his partner’s game. 

Befides, their pace was formal, grave, and llack 
His nimble wit outran the heavy pack* 

Yet ftill he found his fortune at a fiay 
Whole droves of blockheads choaking up his way 5 
They took, but not rewarded, his advice 5 
Viliam and wit exad a double price* 

Power was his aim : but, thrown from that pretence. 
The wretch turn’d loyal in his own defence s 
And malice reconcil’d him to his prince. 

Him, in the anguifh of his foul he feiv’d ; 

Rewarded fafier ftill than he deferv’d* 

Behold him now exalted into trull ; 

His coimfel *s oft convenient, feldom jull. 

Ev’n 
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Ev^n in the moft fincere advice he gave 
He had a grudging {till to be a knave. 

The frauds he learn’d in his fanatic years, 

Made him uneafy in his lawful gears. 

At beft as little honeft as he could. 

And like white witches mxfchievoully good. 

To his firfl bias longingly he leans ; 

And rather would be great by wicked means. 

Thus fram’d for ill, he loos’d our triple hold ^ 

Advice unfafe, precipitous, and bold. 

From hence thofe tears I that Ilium of our woe ! 

Who helps a powerful friend, fore-arms a foe. 

What wonder if tlie ^^aves prevail fo far 
When he cut down the banks that made the bar ? 

Seas follow but their nature to invade; 

But he by art our native ftrength betray’d. 

So Samfon to his foe his force confell , 

And to be fhorn, lay Numbering on her breaft. 

But when this fatal counfel, found too late. 

Expos’d its author to the public hate; 

When his juft fovereign, by no impious way 
Could be feduc’d to arbitrary fway; 

Forfaken of that hope he ftiifts his fail. 

Drives down the current with a popular gale ; 

And fhews the fiend confefs’d without a veil. 

He preaches to the crowd, that power is lent. 

But not convey’d to kingly go\ ernment ; 

That claims fuccefTive bear no binding force. 

That coronation oaths are things of courfe ; 

Maintains 
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Maintains the multitude can never err ; 

And fets the people in the papal chair. 

The reafon ’s 'obvious; interefl: never lies ; 

The moft have ftill their intereft in their eyes ; 

The power is always theirs, and power is ever wife. 
Almighty crowd, thou fhortcnell all difpute, 

Pov er is thy effence ; wit thy attribute I 
Nor faith nor reafon make thee at a flay. 

Thou leap'ft o’er all eternal truths in thy Pindaric way 1 
A d ens no doubt did righteoufly decide. 

When Phocion and when Socrates were try’d : 

As xighteoufly they did thofe dooms repent 5 
Still they were wife whatever way they went : 

Crowds err not, though to both extremes they run j 
To kill the father, and recal the fon. 

Some think the fools were moft as times went then. 

But now the world ’s o’erftock'd with prudent men. 
The common cry is cv’n religion’s teft. 

The Turk’s is at Conftantinople beft. 

Idols in India; popery at Rome; 

And our own worlhip only true at home. 

And true, but for the time ’tis hard to know 
How long we pleale it lhall continue fo. 

This ftde to-day, and that to-morrow burns ; 

Sp all are God-a’mighties in their turns. 

A tempting dodirine, plaufible, and new ; 

What fools our fathers were, if this be true 1 
Who, to deftroy the feeds of civil war. 

Inherent right m mpnarchs did declare : 


And 
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And that a lawful power might never ceafe. 

Secur'd fucceffion to fecure our peace. 

Thus property and fovereign fway at laft 
In equal balances were juftly call: : 

But this new Jehu fpurs the hot-mouthM horfe ; 
Inftruds the beaft to know his native force ; 

To take the bit between his teeth, and fly 
To the next headlong fteep of anarchy. 

Too happy England, if our good we knew. 

Would we poflefs the freedom we purfue ! 

The lavifli government can give no more; 

Yet we repine, and plenty makes us poor. 

God try'd us once ; our rebel-fathers fought. 

He glutted them with all the power they fought : 

Till,^ mafter'd by their own ufurping brave. 

The free-born fubjeft funk into a Have. 

We loath our manna, and we long for quails 5 
Ah, what is man when his own wilh prevails I 
How rafh, how fwift to plunge himfelf in ill I 
Proud of his power, and boundlefs in his will ! 

That kings can do no wrong, we muft believe ; 

None can they do, and muft they all recei\e ? 

Help, heaven I or fadly we fhall fee an hour. 

When neither wrong nor right are in their power I 
Already they have loft their beft defence. 

The benefit of laws which they dil^nfe. 

No juftice to their righteous caufe allow'd ; 

But baffled by an arbitrary crowd. 

And medals grav'd their conqueft to record, 

1 he ftamp and com of their adopted lord. 

VoL. xvni, 0^ 
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The man who laugh’d but once, to fee an afs 
Mumbling to make the crofs-grain’d thiftles pafs ; 
Might laugh again to fee a jury chew 
The prickles of unpalatable law. 

The wifneffes, that leech-like liv’d on blood. 

Sucking for them was med’cinally good ; 

But, when they fallen’d on their fefler’d fore, ^ 
Then juftice and religion they forfwote , I 

Their maiden oaths debauch’d into a whore, J 
Thus men are rais’d by faftions, and decry’d ; 

And rogue and faint diftinguilh’d by their fide, 

’Fhey rack ev’n fcriptuie to confefs their caufc. 

And plead a call to preach in fpite of laws. 

But that ’s no news to the poor injur’d page. 

It has been us’d as ill in every age ; 

And is conftrain’d with patience all to take. 

For what defence can Greek and Hebrew make? 
Happy who can this talking-trumpet feize ; 

They make it fpeak whatever fenfe they pleafe ! 

’Twas fram’d at firll our oracle t’ enquire ; n 

But fince our feds in prophecy grow Iiighcr, i 

The text iufpires not them, but they the text infpire, J 
London, thou great emporium of our ifle, 

0 thou too bounteous, thou too fiuitful Nile! 

How lhall I praife or curfe to thy deforc f 

Cr fepaxate thy found from thv corrupted part ? 

1 call'd thee Nile; the parallel v/ill iiand , 

'I'hy tides of wealth o’ciflow the fatten’d land ; 

Yet monflers from thy large incieafe we find. 
Engender’d on the flime thou kay’it behind,. 

Sediticfl 
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Sedition ha$ not wholly feizM on thee. 

Thy nobler parts are from infedHon free* 

Of Ifraers tribe thou haft a numerous band. 

But Itill the Canaanite is in the land. 

Thy military chiefs are brave and true ; 

Nor are thy difmchanted burghers few. 

The head is loyal which thy heart commands. 

But what ’s a head with two fuch gouty hands ? 

The wife and wealthy love the fureft way. 

And are content to thrive and to obey. 

But wifdom is to floth too great a flave ; 

None are fo bufy as the fool and knave. 

Thofe let me curfb , what vengeance will they urge,, 
Wliofe ordures neither plague nor fire can purge B 
Nor lharp experience can to duty bring, 

Nor angry heaven, nor a forgiving king ^ 

In gofpel-phrafe their chapmen they betray ; 

Their Ihops are dens, the bu^ er is their prey. 

The knack of trades is living on the fpoil ; 

They boaft ev^n when each other they beguile.. 

Cuftoms to fteal is fuch a trivial thing,, 

That 'tis their charter to defraud their king*. 

All hands unite of e^'Xry jarring fe^ , 

They cheat the country firft, and then infeft. 

They for God's caufe their raonarchs dare dethrone. 
And they ’ll be fu e to make his caufe tlieir own#. 
Whether the plotting jefuit lay’d the plan 
Of murdering kings, or the Ficnch puritan. 

Cur facnlegious fedis their guides outgo. 

And kings and kingly pc'W'«.r would murder too, 

0^2 Wirt 
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What means that traiterous combination lefs. 

Too plain t' evade, too fhameful to confcfs. 

But treafon is not own'd when 'tis defcry'd ; 
Succefsful crimes alone are juftify'd. 

The men who no confpiiacy would find 
Who doubts ^ but had it taken, they had join'd. 
Join'd m a mutual covenant of defence. 

At firft without, at laft againft, their prince. 

If fovereign right by fovereign power they fcan. 
The fame bold maxim holds in God and man : 

God were not fefe, his thunder could they fhun ; 

He ihould be forc'd to crown another fon. 

Thus^ when the heir was from the vineyard thrown, 
The rich poflefiion was the murderer's own. 

In vain to fophiftry they have recourfe : 

By proving thcir's no plot, they prove 'tis worfe ; 
Unmalk'd rebellion, and audacious force ; 

Which though not acflual, yet all eyes may fee 
* Fis working in th' immediate power to be ; 

For from pretended grievances they rife, 
lirft to diflike, and after to defpife. 

Then cyclop-like in human fiefh to deal. 

Chop up a minifter at every meal : 

Perhaps not wholly to melt down the king; 

But clip his regal rights within the ring. 

From thence t' affume the power of peace and war ; 
And eafe him by degrees of public care. 


Yet, to confult his dignity and fame, J 

He ftiould have leave to exercife the name; > 

And hold the cards while commons play'd the game. J , 

For 
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For what can power give more than food and drink, 
To live at eafe, and not be bound to think ? 

*■1 hefe are the cooler methods of their crime. 

But their hot zealots think *tis lofs of time ; 

On utmofl bounds of loyalty they Hand, 

And gnn and whet like a Croatian band; 

That waits impatient for the laft command. 

Thus outlaws open villainy maintain. 

They fteal not, but in fquadrons Icour the plain : 

And if their power the paflengers fubdue. 

The moft have right, the wrong is in the few» 

Such impious axioms foolifhly they fhovv. 

For in fome foils republics will not grow : 

Our temperate ille will no extremes fuflam„ 

Of popular fway or aibitraiy reign • 

But Aides between them both into the bell:,, 

Secure in freedom, in a monaich bleft. 

And though the climate vex'd with various winds. 
Works through our yielding bodies on our minds. 

The wholefome tempell purges what it breeds. 

To recommend the calmnefs that fucceeds. 

But tliou, the pander of the people’s hearts, 

O crooked foul, snd fcipentine in arts, 

Whofe blandifhraents a loval land have whor'd. 

And broke the bonds fhe phghtcd to her lord , 

What curfes-on thy blafted name will fall ! 

Which age to age their legacy fhall call ; 

For all muft curfe the woes that muil: defeend to all. 
Religion thou hall none thy Meicury 
Has pafs'd through every feil, or theiis through thee. 
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But what thou giv’ft, that venom ftill remains ; 

And the pox’d nation feels thee in their brains. 

What elfe infpires the tongues and fwells the breafts 
Of all thy bellowing renegado priefts. 

That preach up thee for God ; difpenfe thy laws ; 

And with the ftum ferment their fainting caufe ? 

Frelh fumes of madnefs raife , and toil and fweat 
To make the formidable cripple great- 
Yet (hould thy crimes fucceed, fhould lawlefi power 
Compafs thofe ends thy greedy hopes devour. 

Thy canting friends thy mortal foes would be. 

Thy God and theirs will never long agree ; 

For thine, if thou haft any, mnft be one 
That lets the world and human-kind alone : 

A jolly god, that paftes hours too well 
To promife heaven, or threaten us with hell# 

That unconcern’d can at rebellion fit. 

And wink at crimes he did himfelf commit* 

A tyrant theirs ; the heaven their priefthood paints 
A conventicle of gloomy fullen faints ; 

A heaven like Bedlam, ftovenly and fad ; 

Fore-doom’d for fouls, with falfe religion, mad. 

Without a vifion poets can forefhow 
What all but fools by common fenfe may know : 

If true fucceftion from our ifle fhould fail. 

And crowds profane with impious arms prevail. 

Not thou, nor thofe thy fadiious arts engage, 1 
Shall reap that harveft of rebellious rage, > 

With which thou flattereft thy decrepit age, I 

The 
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The fwelling poifon of the federal fedls. 

Which, wanting vent, the nation's health infe<Sls, 
Shall burft its bag , and fighting out their way 
The various venoms on each other prey. 

The prefbyter pulTd up with fpmtual pride. 

Shall on the necks of the lewd nobles nde : 

His brethren damn, the civil power defy ; 

And parcel out republic prelacy. 

But Ihort lhall be his reign : his rigid yoke 
And tyrant power will puny fefts provoke ; 

And frogs and toads, and all the tadpole train. 

Will croak to heav en for help, from this de\ curing crane. 
The cut-throat fword and clamorous gown fhall jar. 

In fliaring their ill-gotten fpoils of war : 

Chiefs lliall be grudg'd the part which they pretend ; 
Lords envy lords, and friends with every fuend 
About their impious merit lhall contend. 

The furly commons lhall refpedl deny. 

And juflle peerage out with property. 

Their general either lhall his truft betray. 

And force the crowd to arbitrary fway ; 

Or the}'-, fufpe^fing hiS ambitious aim. 

In hate of kings lhall call anew the frame ; 

And thrull out Collatine that boie their name. 

Thus inborn broils the fadions would engage. 

Or wars of exil'd heirs, or foieign rage. 

Till halting vengeance overtook oui age : 

And our wild labours wearied into rell. 

Reclin'd us on a nghful monarch's biead. 


1 
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€t Pudet haec opprobna, vobis 

Et dici pottiifle, & non potuiffe refclli.” 
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TAR QJJ IN AND TULLIA. 

I N times when princes cancerd nature’s law. 

And declarations which themfelves did draw; 
When children us’d their parents to dethrone, 

And gnaw their way, like vipers, to the crown ; 
Tarquin, a favage, proud, ambitious prince, 
Piompt to expel, yet thoughtlefs of defence. 

The envied feepter did from Tullius fnatch. 

The Roman king, and father by the match. 

To form his party, hiilories report, 

A fanduary was open’d in his court. 

Where glad oifenders fafely might rcfoit. 

Great was the crowd, and wondrous the fuccefs. 
For thofe were fruitful times of wickednefs ; 

And all, that liv’d obnoxious to the laws. 

Flock’d to prince Tarquin, and embrac’d his caufe* 
’Mongft thefe a pagan prieft for refuge fled; 

A prophet deep in godly fadion read; 

A f} cophant, that knew the modifh way 
To cant and plot, to flatter and betray. 

To whine and fin, to fcribblc and recant, 

A fhamelefs author, and a luftful faint. 

To ferve all times he could diflindions coin. 

And with great eafe fiat contraditlions join. 

A traitoi now, once loyal in extreme. 

And then obedience was hi& only theme ; 

He fang in temples the mofi: paflive lajs. 

And weaned monarchy with repeated praife ; 


But 
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But managed aukwardly that lawful pait ; 

To vent foul lies and treafon was his art. 

And pointed libels at crown’d heads to dart* 

This pi left, and others learned to defame^ 

Firll murder injur’d Tullius in his name; 

With blackeft calumnies their fovereign load,. 

A poifon’d brother, and dark league abroad ; 

A fon unjuftly top’d upon the throne. 

Which yet was prov’d undoubtedly his own ; 
Though, as the law was there, ’twas his behoof. 
Who difpoflefs’d the heir, to bring the proof. 

This hellifti charge they back’d with difmal frights. 
The lofs of property and facred lights. 

And freedom, words which all falfe patriots ufe. 
As fu reft names the Romans to abufe* 

Jealous of kings, and always maiecontent. 

Forward in change, yet certain to lepent. 

Whilft thus the plotters needful fears create, 
Tarquin with open force invades the ftate* 

Lewd nobles join him with their feeble might, 

.And athcift fools for dear religion fight. 

The prieils their boafted principles difown. 

And level their harangues againft the throne* 

Vain promifes the people’s minds allure. 

Slight were their ills, but defperate the cure, 

’Tis hard for kings to fteer an equal courfe. 

And they who banifti one, oft gain a worfe* 

I'hofe hea\ enly bodies wt admire abo^ e. 

Do c /eiy day irregularly move , 


Yet 
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Yet Tullius, ^tis decreed, muft lofe the crown. 
For faults, that were his council's, not his own. 
He now in vain commands ev*n thofe he pay’d. 

By darling troops deferted and betray’d. 

By creatures which his generous warmth had made. 
Of thefe a captain of the guards was worft, 
Whofe memory to this day Hands accurft. 

This rogue, advanc’d to military truft 
By his own whoredom, and his lifter’s luft, 
Forfook his matter, after dreadful vows. 

And plotted to betray him to his foes ; 

The kindeft mafter to the vileft flave. 

As free to give, as he was fare to crave. 

His haughty female, who, as books declare. 

Did always tols wide noftrils in the air, 

"Was to the younger Tullia governed. 

And did attend her, when, in borrow ’d drefs. 

She fled by night from Tullius in diftrefs. 

This wretch, by letters, did invite his foes. 

And us’d all arts her father to depofe 5 
A father, always generoully bent. 

So kind, that ev’n her wifhes he’d prevent. 

'Twas now high time for Tullius to retreat. 

When ev’n his daughter haften’d his defeat ; 

When faith and duty vanifti’d, and no more 
The name of father and of king he bore : 

A king, whofe right his foes could ne’er difpute ; 
So mild, that niercy was his attribute ; 

Affable, kind, and eafy of accefs ; 

Swift to relieve, unwilling to opprefs ; 


Rich 



DRYDEN’S POEMS, 


23S 


Rich without taxes, yet in payment juil ; 

So honeft, that he hardly could dxilruft ; 

His adive foul from labours ne'er did ceafe. 

Valiant in war, and vigilant in peace ; 

Studious with traHick to enrich the land ; 

Strong to protedl, and fkilful to command ; 

Liberal and fplendid, yet without excefs ; 

Prone to relieve, unwilling to dillrefs ; 

In fum, how godlike muft his nature be, 

Whofe only fault was too much piety ! 

This king remov'd, th’ alTembled ftates thought fit 
That Tarquin in the vacant throne Ihould fit ; 

Voted him regent in their fenate-houfe. 

And with an empty name endow'd his fpoufe. 

The elder Tullia, who, fome authors feign. 

Drove o'er her father's corpfe a rumbling wain : 

But Ihe more guilty numerous wains did drive 
To ciufh her father and her king alive , 

And in remembrance of his haften'd fall, 

Refolv'd to inftitute a weekly ball, 

, The jolly glutton giew in bulk and chin, 

Fcafted on rapine, and enjoy'd her fin ; 

With luxury Ihe did weak reafon force. 

Debauch'd good-nature, and cram'd down remorfej 
Yet when fhe drank cold tea in liberal fups. 

The fobbing dame w-as maudling in her cups. 

But brutal Tarquin never did relent. 

Too hard to melt, too wicked to repent 5 
Cruel in deeds, more mercilefs in will. 

And bleft with natuial delight in ill. 


From 



236 BRYDEN’S P O E M S. 

From a wife guardian he receiv’d his doom 
To walk the Change, and not to govern Rome* 

He fwore his native honours to difown. 

And did by perjury afcend the throne. 

Oh I had that oath his fwellmg pride reprell, 

Rome had been then with peace and plenty bieft* 
But Tarquin, guided by deftrudive fate. 

The country wafted, and erabroird the Rate, 
Tranfported to their foes the Roman pelf. 

And by their rum hop’d to fave himfelf. 
Innumerable woes opprefs’d the land. 

When it fubmitted to his curs’d command. 

So juft was heaven, that ’twas hard to tell. 

Whether its guilt or Ioffes did excell. 

Men that renounc’d their God for dearer trade,, 
Were then the guardians of religion made. 

Rebek were fainted, foreigners did reign. 

Outlaws return’d, preferment to dbtain. 

With frogs, and toads, and all their croaking train,, 
No native knew their features nor their birth. 

They feem’d the greafy offspring of the earth. 

The trade was funk, the fleet and array fjpent ; 
Devouring taxes fwallow’d leffei rent ; 

Taxes impos’d by no authority ; 

Each lewd colledhon was a robbery. 

Bold felf-creatmg men did Itatutes draw. 

Skill’d to eftabhfti villainy by law ; 

Fanatic drivers, whofe unjuft careers 
Produc’d new ills exceeding former leais* 


Yet 
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Yet authors here except a faithful band. 

Which the prevailing fafiion did withftand ; 

And fome, who bravely Hood in the defence 
Of baffied juftice and their exil’d prince. 

Thefe Ihine to after-times, each ficred name 
Stands ftill lecoided in the lolis of fame. 

SUUM CUIQ^UE. 

TXT HEN lawlefs men their neighbours dilpofTefs, 
^ ^ The tenants they extirpate or oppiefs ; 

And make rude havock in the fruitful foil. 

Which the right owners plough’d with careful toil. 
The fame proportion does in kingdoms hold, 

A new prince breaks the fences of the old ! 

And will o’er carcafes and deferts reign, 

Unlefs the land its rightful lord regain. 

He gripes the faithlefs owners of the place, ^ 

And buys a foreign army to deface v 

The fear’d and hated remnant of their race. J 

• He fi:ar\es their forces, and obftrufts their trade; 

Vaffc fums are gi\en, and yet no native paid. 

The church itfelf he labours to afiail. 

And keeps fit tools to break the facred pale. 

Of thofe let him the guilty roll commence. 

Who has betray’d a mafter and a prince ; 

A man, feditious, lewd, and impudent ; 

An engine always mifchievoufly bent ; 

One who from all the bands of duty fwerves ; 

No tye can hold but that which he deferves ; 


An 
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An author dwindled to a pamphleteer; 

Skilful to forge, and always infincere ; 

Carelefs exploded pradliccs to mend ; 

Bold to attack, yet feeble to defend* 

Fate’s blindfold reign the atheift loudly owns,. 

And Providence bla^phemoufly dethiones. 

In vain the leering adfor llrains his tongue 
To cheat, with tears and empty noife, the throng. 
Since all men know, whate’er he fays or writes. 
Revenge orftronger intcreft indites. 

And that the wretch employs his venal wit 
How to confute what formerly he writ* 

Next him the grave Socinian claims a place. 
Endow’d with reafon, though bereft of grace ; 

A preaching pagan of furpafling fame : 

No regifter records his borrow’d name- 
Oh, had the child more happily been bred, 

A radiant mitre would have grac d his head ; 

But now unfit, the mofi: he Ihould exped. 

Is to be enter’d of T F ’s fe(fi. 

To him fucceeds, with looks demurely lad, 

A gloomy foul, with levelatioii mad , 

Falfe to his friend, and carelefs of his word ; 

A dreaming prophet, and a griping lorwl , 

He fells the livings which he ca-i’t poilefs. 

And farms that fine-cuie his dioccfc. 

Unthinking man ! to quit thy barren fee. 

And vain endeavours in chronology. 

For the more fiuitlefs care of ro; al ch^ity- 
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I'hy hoary noddle warns thee to return. 

The treafon of old age in Wales to mourn ; 

Nor think the city-poor may lofs fuftain> 

Thy place may well be vacant in this reign^ 

I Ihoald admit the booted prelate now. 

But he is even for lampoon too low : 

The fcum and outcaft of a royal race ; 

The nation’s grievance, and the gown’s difgrace» 

None fo unlearn’d did ere at London fit ; 

This driveler does the facred chair befh — ^t.. 

I need not brand the fpiritual parricide. 

Nor draw the weapon dangling by his fide : 

Th’ aftonilli’d world remembers that oSence, 

And knows he ftole the daughter of his prince. 

T'ls time enough, m ferae fucceeding age,. 

To bring this mitred captain on the fiage. 

Thefe are the leaders in apoftacy, y 

The wild reformers of the liturgy, I 

And the blind guides of poor eleflive majefty J 
A thing which commonwealth’s-men did devife, 

-Till plots were ripe, to catch the people’s eyes. 

Their king ’s a monfter, in a quagmire born. 

Of all the native brutes the grief and fcorn ; 

With a big fnout, caft in a crooked mould. 

Which runs vt ith glanders and an inborn cold* 

His fubllance is of clammy fnot and phlegm ; 

Sleep IS his efTence, and his life a dream. 

To Capreae this Tiberius docs retire. 

To quench with catamite his feeble fire. 


Dear 
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Dear catamite ! who rules alone the ftate. 

While monarch dozes on his unpropt height. 
Silent, yet thoughtlefs, and fecure of fate. 

Could you but fee the fulfome hero led 
Ey loathing vaflals to his noble bed ! 

In flannen robes the coughing ghoft does walk. 

And his mouth moates like cleaner breech of hawk. 
Corruption, fpringing from his canker’d breaft. 
Furs up the channel, and difturbs his reft. 

With head propt up the bolfter’d engine lies ; 

If pillow flip afide, the monarch dies. 


RELJ- 
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RELIGIO LAIC I: 
Or, a LAYMAN’S FAITH. 
AN EPISTLF. 

THE PREFACE. 

A Poem with fo bold a title, and a name prefi'^cd 
fiom which the handling of fo fenous a fubjci^ 
would not be expefied, m?y reafonably oblige the au- 
-tbor to fay fomevvhat in defence, both of himfelf and 
of his undertaking* In thefirH place, if it be objeded 
to me, that, being a layman, I ought not to ha\e con- 
cerned myfelf with fpecuhtions, which belong to the 
profellion of divinity, I could anfwer, that perhaps 
laymen, with equal ad^'antages of parts and knowledge, 
are not the moll incompetent judges of facred things, 
but, in the due fenfe of my own wcaknefs and v. ant of 
learning, I plead not this , I pretend not to make rti) felf 
a judge of faith m others, bat Oiil) to make a confef- 
fion of my own* I lay no unhaliov^ed hand upon tlie 
ark, but wait on it with the reverence that becomes mp 
at a diftancc. In the next place I will ingenuoufly 
confefs, that the helps I have ufed in this fmall treatife, 
were many of them taken fiom the works of our own 
reverend divines of the church of England , fo that the 
weapons with which I combat irrehgion, are a"* ready 
confecrated , though I fuppofe they may be taken dov/n 
Yol* XVIII. R *5 



PREFACE. 


242 

as lawfully as the fword of Goliah was by David, when 
they are to be employed for the common caufe againft the 
enemies of piety. I intend not by this to intitle them to 
any of my errors, which yet I hope are only thofe of cha- 
rity to mankind ; and fuch as my own chanty has cauf- 
ed me to commit, that of othcra may more eafily ex- 
eufe. Being naturally inclined to fcepticifm in philo- 
fophy, I have no reafon to impofe my opinions in a 
fubjedt which is above it , but, whatever they are, I 
fubmit them with all re\ erence to my mother church, 
accounting them no further mine, than as they are au- 
thorifed, or at leaffc uncondemned, by her. And, in- 
deed, to fecure myfelf on this f dc, I have ufed the ne- 
ceffary precaution of fliewing this paper before it was 
pubhfhed to a judicious and learned friend, a man in- 
defatigably zealous in the fervice of the church and 
flate, andwhofe writings have highly defened of both. 
He was pleafed to appro v^e the body of the difcourfe, 
and I hope he is more my friend than to do it out of 
complaifance : it is true he had too good a tafte to like 
it all ; and amongft fome other faults recommended to- 
my fecond^idew, what I have written perhaps too bold- 
ly on St. Atbanafius, which he adMfed me wholly to 
omit. I am fenfible enough that I had done more pru- 
dently to have followed his opinion . but then I could 
not have fatisfied myfelf that I had done honeftly not 
to have written what was my own. It has always been 
my thought, that heathens who ne\er did, nor without 
miracle could, hear of the name of Chuil, were yet in 
a pofllbihty of falvation. Neither will it enter eafily 

anto 
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into 1x17 belief, that before the coming of our Saviour, 
the whole world, excepting onlythe Jewifh nation, Ibouli 
he under the inevitable neceiiity of everlalfing pariili- 
meilt, for want of that revelation, which was confined 
to fo fmall a fpot of ground aa that of Paklfmc. Among 
the fons of Noah we read of one only who was accuxl'- 
ed ; and if a bleihng in the ripencfs of time was re- 
feived for Japhet (of whofe progeny we arc), it feems 
unaccountable to me, w hy fo many generations of thb 
fame offspiing, aspieceded our Satiour m the fiefh‘, 
Ihould be all involred in one common condemnation, 
a-d yet that their poflerity fhould be entitled to the 
hopes of falvation : as if a bill of excluiion had palled 
only on the fathers, which debarred not the fons from 
their fuccelfioa* Or that fo many ages had been deli- 
vered O'er to hell, tnd" fo many referved for heaven, 
and that the dcul had the firft choice, axid God the 
ne\t. 1 udy I am apt to thxiik, that the revealed reli- 
gion which w'as taught by Noah to ail his fons, might 
continue for Tone ages in the whole pofferity. That 
afterward', u w^as inclu led wholly in the family of Sem, 
IS maniief: , but when the progenies of Cham and J^- 
phet fw armed into colonies, and thofe colonies wcie 
fubdivided into many others : in procefs of tme their 
defeendants lofb by little and little the primitive and 
purer rites of dnine worlhip, retaining only the notioh. 
of one deity , to which fucceeding generations added 
others : for men took their degrees in thofe ages from 
conquerors to gods, B^evelaiion being thus echpfed to 
aim oli ail mankind, the light of natuie^as the nex|:''in 
R z dignity 
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Every man who is r«ad in church hiftory, knows that 
belief was drawn up after a long contcftation with 
Anus, concerning the divinity oi our bieHed Saviour, 
and his being one fubftance with the father , and that 
thus compiled it was font abioad among the chrifliaa 
chmehes, as a kind of ttfl*, which whofoever tot>k was 
looked upon as an orthodox bclicier. It is manifeft 
from hence, that die heathen part of the empire was 
not concerned in it; for its bufinefs was not to 
diftinguifh betwixt Pagans and Chnflians, but be- 
tv'jxt Heretics and true Believers. Tins, well con- 
fidered, takes off the heavy weight of cenfere, which 
I would willingly avoid from fo venerable a man;, 
for if this piopofitxon, * whofoevci will be faved/ 
be retrained only to thofe to whom it w^as intend- 
ed* and for whom it was compofed, I mean the 
Chnftians; then the anathema reaches not the Hea- 
thens, pho had never heard of Chnft, and were no- 
thing interefted in that difpute. After all, I am far 
fiom blaming even that prefatory addition to the creed, 
and as far from caviling at the continuation of it in the 
liturgy of the church, where on the days appointed it 
is publicly read : for I fuppofe there is the fame reafon 
for It now, in of^ofition to the Socinians, as there was 
then againft the Arlans ; the one being a Herefy, which 
ferns to have ibeen refined out of the other, and with 
ifcow much more plaufibilky of reafon it combats our 
religion, with fo much more caution it ought to be 
?;voided : therefoie the prudence of our church is to be 
conunended,. which has interpofed hei authority for the 

recom- 
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recommendation of this creed. Yet to fuch as are 
grounded in the true belief, thofe explanatory creeds, 
the Nicene and this of Athanafius, might perhaps be 
fpared ; for what is fupernatural, will always be a myf- 
tery in fpight of expofition ; and for my own pait, the 
plain apoflles creed is moft fuitable to my w^eak under- 
ftandmg, as the fimpleft diet is the moft cafy of di- 
geftion. 

I have dwelt longer on this fubjeft than I intended, 
and longer than perhaps I ought, for having laid 
down, as my foundation, that the feripture is a rule ; 
that in all things needful to falvation it is clear, fulE- 
cient, and ordained by God Almighty for that purpofe, 
I have left myfelf no light to interpret obfeure places, 
fuch as concern the poflibility of eternal happinefs to 
heathens : becaufe w hatfoever is obfeure is concluded 
not neceffary to be known. 

But, by aflerting the fciipture to be the canon of oar 
faith, I have unavoidably created to myfelf two foits 
of enemies . the papifts indeed, more diredil)', becaufe 
they have kept the f-ripcure from us wdiat they could ; 
and have referved to themfehes a right of interpreting 
what they have deln eied under the pretence of infalli- 
bility . and the fanatics more collaterally, becaufe they 
have aifumed what amounts to an infallibility, in the 
private fpiiit: and have detorted thofe texts of fenp- 
ture which are not necelTaiy to fajvation, to the damn-^ 
able ufes of fcdition, difturbance and deftru^bjon of 
the civil government. To begin with the papifts, and 
to fpeak freely, I think them the lefs dangerous, at 
R 4 leaft 
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kail in appearance, to our prefent ftate ; for not only 
the penal laws are in force againft them, and their number 
is contemptible ; but alfo their petis and commons are 
excluded from parliament, and confequently thofe laws 
in no probability of being repealed. A general and 
uninterrupted plot of their clergy, evei fince the Refor- 
mation, 1 fuppofe all protellantb belieie for it is not 
reafonable to think but that fo many of their oiders, as 
»were outed from their fat poffelhons, would endeavour 
a re-enterance againft thofe whom they account heretics. 
As for the late dcfign. Mi. Coleman’s letters, fo? 
aught I know, are the beR evidence ; and what they 
difbover, without wire-drawing their fenfe, or mahci- 
0O11S glolTes, all men of leafon conclude credible. If 
^ there be any thing more than this required of me, I 
muft bcheve it as well as I am able, in fpight of the 
witnelTes, and out of a decent conformity to the votes 
of parliament , for I fuppofe the fanatics 'w ill not al- 
low the priiate /pint in this cafe. Here the infallibili- 
ty is at leaR in one part of the goi ernment , and our 
underflandings as well as our wills aie reprefented. But 
to return to the Roman catholics, how can we be fe- 
curcfronithe pradfice of jefuited papifls in that leligion ? 
For not two or three of that order, as fome of them 
would impofe upon us, but amoii the whole body of 
them aie of opinion, that their infallible mafter has a 
right over kings, not only in fpirituals but temporals. 
Not to name Mariana, Bellarmine, Emanuel Sa, Moli- 
na, Santare, Simancha, and at leaft twenty others of fo- 
leign countries ; we can produce pf our own nation, 

Campian, 
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Camplan, and Doleman or Parfons, befzdes many are 
jnamed whom I have not lead, who all of them atteft 
this dodrine, that the pope can depofeand give away the 
Tight of anyfo\ereign prince/^ fivel paulumde flexeret,’* 
if he n^ali ne\er fo little warp : but if he once comes 
to be excommunicated, then the bond of obedience is 
taken off from fubje<fls , and they may and ought to 
drive him like another NehuchaJneszar, ex hoininum 
Chnflianorum dominatu,*' from exercifing dominion 
over chriif lans , and to this they are bound by virtue of 
divjLiie precept, and by all the ties of confcience, under 
no lefs penalty than damnation. If they anfwer me, as 
a learned prieft has lately written, that this dcdlrine oP 
thejefuits is not de fide,’" and that confequently 
they are not obliged by it, they muft pardon me, if I 
think they have faid not img to tne puipofe , tor it is a 
maxim in their church, where points of faith are not 
decided, and that dodlors are of contrary opinions, they 
may follow which part they plea." , but moic fafely the 
molt lecehed and molt authorized. And their cham- 
pion Bdiarmine has told the world, in hxs apology, 
that the king of England is a vafTal to the pope, ra- 
tione diiecti Domini,” and that he holds in villarage 
of his Roman landlord. Which is no new claim put 
in for England. Oui chronicles arc his authentic wit- 
neffes, that king John was depofed by the fame plea,, 
and Philip Auguflus admitted tenant. And which makes 
the more for Beilaimine, the Fiench king was agawi 
ejeded when oar king fubmitted to the church,' and 
the crown w^as received under the fordid condition oPa 
■vafTalage* , j j- 
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It is not fufiicient for the more moderate and wefl. 
xricanmg papifls, of which I doubt not there are many, 
to produce the evidences of their loyalty to the late 
king, and to declare their innocency m this plot ; I will 
grant then behaviour in the fiiH, to have been as Io)al 
and as brave as they delire, and will be willing to hold 
them excufed as to die fccond, I mean when it comes 
to my turn, and after my betteis ; for it is a madnefs 
to be fobei alone, while the nation continues drunk . 
but that faying of their fatlier Cref. is Hill running in 
my head, that they may be difpenfed wuth in tlieir obe^ 
dience to an heretic prince, while the neceffity of the 
times {hall oblige them to it . for that, as another of 
them tells us, is only the efFeft of cbnllian prudence, 
but when once they fhall get power to fliake him off, 
an heretic is no lawful king, and confequendy to rife 
againft him is no rebellion* I Ihould be glad, there- 
fore, that they would follow the ad . ice which was cha- 
ritably given them by a leveiend prelate of our church ; 
namely, that they would join in a public adl of dit 
owning and dcteihng thofe Jefiutic principles, and fui> 
fcnbe to all dodinnes which deny the p^'pe’s authority 
of depofmg kings, and releafing fubjedls fiom their 
oath of allegiance : to which I fhould think they might 
eafily be induced, if it be true that this prefent pope 
, has condemned the do6:rine of king-killing, a thelis of 
the Jefuits maintained, amongft others, cathedia, ^ 
as they call it, or in open confillory. 

Leaving them therefore m fo fair a way, if 
they pleafe thcmfelves, of fatisfying all reafonable 
men of their fincerityand good meaning to the go- 
vernment, 
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.vcranwnt, I fliall make bold to confider that other ex- 
treme m our religion, I mean the fanatics, or fchifma- 
tics, of the Englilh church. Since the Bible has been 
tranllated into our tongue, they have ufcd it fo, as if 
their buiinefs w as not to be faved but to be damned by 
its contents. If wc confider only them, better had it been 
for the Englifh nation, that it had ilill remained in the 
original Greek and Hebrew, or at leaft in the honeH 
Latin of St. Jerome, than that feveral texts in it fhould 
have been prevaricated to the dellruftion of that govern* 
^ment, which put it into fo ungrateful hands. 

How many herefies the firft tranflation of Tindal pro- 
duced in few years, let my lord Herbert*s hiftory of 
, Henry the Eighth inform you ; infomuch, that for the 
grofs errors m it, and the great mifehiefs it occafioned, 
a fentence palled on the firll edition of the Bible, too 
lhameful almoft to be repeated* After the fliort reign 
of Edward the Sixth, who had continued to cart} on 
the Reformation on other piinciples than it was begun, 
e\ ery one knows that not only the chief promoters of 
that work, but many others, whofe confciences would 
not difpenfe with popery, were forced, for fear of per- 
fecution, to change climates ; from whence returning 
at the beginning of Queen Elizabeth’s reign, many of 
them who had been in France, and at Geneva, brought 
back the rigid opinions and imperious difcipline of 
Calvin, to graft upon our reformation. Which, though 
they cunningly concealed at firft, as w^ell knowing how 
naufeoully that drug would go down in a lawful mo- 
narchy, which was prefcribed for a rebellious common-^ 

wealth. 
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wealth, yet they always kept it in referve ; and wer6 
never wanting to themfelves eithei in court or parha- 
Tiicnt, when either they had any piofpecl of a numerous ' 
party of fanatic members of the one, or the encourage- 
ment of any favourite in the other, wbo^e co\ etoufuefs 
•w as gaping at the patrimony of the chuich. They ^ho 
will confult the works of our venerable Hool^er, or the 
account of bis life, or more particuiaily the letter writ- 
ten to him on this fubjed, by George Cianmer, may 
fee by what gradations they pioceeded ; fiom the diHike 
of cap and furplice, the very next fiep was admonitions 
to the parliament againll the whole got ernment ecclc- 
fiaftical : then came out volumes in Englilh and Latm 
in defence of their tenets : and immediately pra<Sl:ices 
were fet on foot to ered their difcipline without autho- ' 
rity, ^Iliofe not fucceeding, fatire and railing was the ' 
next, and Martin Mar-prelate, the Marvel of tbofe 
times, was the fiift prtlbyterian fcnbic’*, v\!u fanfufed j 
libels and icurnlity to the ufe of the good cll caufe# I 
Which was done, fays my author, upon tuis account; 
that, their feiious treatifes having been fully anfwered 
and refuted, they might compafs by tailing what they 
had loft by reafoning ; and, when tbeir caufe was funk 
in court and pailument, they might at leaft Ledge in a 
ftake amongft the rabble- foi to their ignoiance all 
things are v/it which are ?bufivc, but if church and 
ftatc were made the theme, then the dodloirl <.W';rc:e of 
wit was to be taken at Billingfgatc . c\ eii the moft 
fairtlike of the party, though thov duift not excufe tins | 
tontempt and vilifying of the goi ernment, }et were 
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plcafed, and grinned at it with a pious fmile ; and call- 
ed It d judgment of God againfl: the hierarchy* Thus 
fedaiics, we may fec> were boin with teeth, foul- 
mouthed and fcurnlous from their infancy: and if 
fpiiitual piidc, ven3m> violence, contempt of ftipenors, 
and had been the marks of orthodox belief ^ 

th^ pi eibyteiy and the reft of our fchifmatics, which are 
their fpawn, were always the moft "viftble chuich in th«i 
chnftian woili* 

It is true, the goicrnnient v/as too ftrong at that 
time for a rebellion , but to fliow what proficiency they 
had made in Calvin’s fcnool, even then their mouths 
watered at it foi two of their gifted brotherhood, 
Hacker and Coppinger, as the ftory tells us, got up 
into a peafc-cait and haiangued the people, to difpofe 
them to an infunedfion, and to eftabiifh their difcipline 
by foice : fo that however it comes about, that now 
they celebrate queen Elizabeth’s birth-night, as that of 
thcxi Giinl and patronefs ; yet then thev were for doing 
the woik of the Lord by arms againft her: and in all 
probability they \v anted but a fanatic lord mayor and 
t \ 0 fherixfs of their party, to have compaffed it* 

Our vcneiabie Hooker, after many admonitions 
winch he had guen them, towards the end of hi»> pre- 
face, brea^is out into this prophetic fpeech*. There 
** IS in cvciv one cf thefe confiderations moft juft caufe 
to f-ai, Lft ou* haftinefb to embrace a thing of fo? 
perilous co»^ Tequerxe (meaning the pielbytenan atfci- 
phne) ftiouhl ca jfe pofteiiC) to feel thofe evils, which 
as yet are more eafy for ns to prevent, than they 
wo. id be for them to remedj/* 


How 
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How fatally this CafTandra has foretold, we Lnow too 
trell by fad experience; the feeds were fown in the 
time of queen Elizabeth, the bloody harveft ripened m 
the reign of king Charles the Martyr . and becaufe all 
the Iheaves could not be carried off without fhedding 
feme of the loofe giains, another crop is too like to 
follow ; nay, I fear it is unavoidable if the conventi- 
clers be permitted fill! to fcatter* 

A man may be fuffered to quote an adverfary to out 
religion, when he fpeaks truth : and it is the oblerva- 
tion of Maimbourg, in his Hiftory of Calvinifm, that 
wherever that difciphne was planted and embraced, re- 
bellion, civil and mifery, attended it. And how 
indeed fliould it happen otherwife? Reformation of 
church and flate has always been the ground of our di- 
vifions in England. While we were papifts, our holy 
father rid us, by pretending authouty out of the fcrip- 
turcs to depofe princes, when we fhook off his autho- 
rity, the fe<5larles furnifhed themfelves with the fame 
weapons ; and out of the fame magazine, the Bible . 
fo that the feriptures, which are m themfelves the great- 
'eft fecurity of governors, as commanding exprefs obe- 
dience to them, are now turned to their deftruftion , 
and never, fince the Reformation, has there wanted a 
text of their interpreting to authorize a rebel. And it 
is to be noted by the way, that the dodrines of king- 
killing and depofing, which ha\"e been taken up only 
by the worft party of the papifts, the moft frontlefs 
flatterers of the pope’s authority, have been efpoufed, 
defended, and are ftill maintained by the whole body of 
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non-conformifts and republicans. It is but dubbing 
themfelrcs the people of God, which it is the intereft 
of their preachers to tell them they are, and their own 
intereft to believe; and after that, they cannot dip 
into the Bible, but one text or another will turn up for 
their purpofe : if they are under perfecution, as they 
call it, then that is a mark of their eleffion, if they 
Soiirilh, then God woiks miracles for then deliverance, 
and the faints arc to polTefs the earth. 

They may think themfelves to be too roughly handled 
in this paper , but I, who know beft how far I could 
have gone on this fiibjeft, muH be bold to tell them 
they are fpared ; though at the fame time I am not 
ignorant that they inteipret the mildnefs of a writer to 
them, as they do the meicy of the government , in the 
one they think it fear, and conclude it weaknefs in the 
other. The beft way for them to confute me is, as I 
before advifed the Papifts, to difclaim theii principles 
and renounce then pradlices. We (hall all be glad to 
think them true Engiifiimen when they obey the king, 
and true Proteftants when diey conform to the church- 
difcipline. 

It remains that I acquaint the reader, that thefe verles 
■were written for an ingenious young gentleman my 
friend, upon his tranflation of the critical luftory of the 
(pid Teftament, compofed by the learned father Simon ; 
the veifes therefore are addrefted to the tranflator of that 
work, and the ftyle of them is, what it ought to be, 
epiftolary. 

If my one be fo lamentable a critic as to require the 

fmooihnefs. 
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fmoothnefs, the numbers, and the turn of heroic poetry 
In this poem , I mufl tell him, that if he has not read 
Horace, I have ftuditd him, and hope the ftyle of his 
cpiftlcs is not ill imitated here. The exprelTions of a 
poem deflgned paiely for inlh'Uiflion, ought to be plain 
and natural, and yet majcllic : for here the poet is pre* 
fumed to be a kind of lawgiver ; and thofe three quali* 
ties which I have named, are proper to the legiflative 
ilyle. The flor*d, eleiated, and figurative way is for 
the pafiions ; for love and hatied, fear and anger, are 
begotten in the foul, by fiiewing their objedls out of 
their true proportion, either greater than the life, or 
lefs : but infirudion is to be given by Ihewing them 
what they naturally are. A man is to be cheated into 
paiTion, but to be tcafoned into tmth* 

RELIGIO LAIC I. 

AN EPISTLE. 

D I M as the borrow’d beams of moon and ftars 
To lonely, weary, wandering tra\ elleis. 

Is reafon to the foul . and as on high, 

Thofe rolling fires difcover but the Iky, 

Not light us here , fo reafon’s glimmering ray 1 
Was lent, not to alTure our doubtful way, I 

But guide us upward to a bettei day. J' 

And as thofe nightly tapers difappear 
When day’s bright lord afeends oui hemifphere ; 

So pale grows reafon at religion’s fight , 

So dies, and fo diflblves in fupernatural lights 

Soiiie 
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'Some few, whofc lamp flione brighter, have beeh ! 
From caufe to caufe, to nature’s fecret head ^ 

And found that one firft piinciple muft be ; 

But what, or who, that univerfal He; 

Whether fome foul incompaffing this ball 
Unmade, unmov’d ; yet making, moving all ; 

Or various atoms, interfering di»nce, 

Leap'd into form, the noble v oik of chance $ 

Or this great all was from eternity ; 

Not ev’h the Staginte himfelf could fee 5 
And Epicurus gtfcfs’d as well as he ; 

As blindly grop’d they for a futuie ftate ; 

As raflily judg’d of providence and fare . 

But ieaft of all could their endeavours find 
What moil concerned the good of huir>an kind : 

For happinefs was never to be found ; 

But vanifli’d from them like enchanted ground. 

One thought content the good to be enjoy’d ; 

This eiery little accident deftroy’d . 

The \nfer madmen did for -virtue toil : 

A thorny, or at beft a barien foil : 

In pleafure fome their glutton fouls would flcep ; 
But found their line too Tnort, the well too deep , 
And leaky vefTels which no blife could keep. 

Thus anxious thoughts in endlefs circles rcil. 
Without a centre where to hx the foul . 

In this wild mave tl'eir vain endeavours end : 

How can the lefs the greater comprehend ? 

Or finite reafon reach Infinity ? 

For wliat coaid fathom God weie more tha*!! He, 
V*oL. XVIIL S 1 
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The Deift thinks he ftands on firmer ground 5 
Cries svfs 'C 6 , the mighty fecret 's found : 

God is that fpring of good fupreme, and bcft 5 
We made to ferve, and in that fervice bleff. 

If fo, fome rules of worfliip muft be given, 
Diftnbuted alike to all by heaven : 

Elfe God were partial, and to fome deny*d 
The means his juftice fhould for all provide* 

This general worlhip is to praife and. pray : 

One part to borrow bleffings, one to pay : 

And when frail nature Hides into offence. 

The facrifice for crimes is penitence. 

Yet, fince the effeds of providence, we find. 

Are varioufiy difpens'd to human kind ; 

That vice triumphs, and virtue fuffers here, 

A brand that fovereign juftice cannot bear 5 
Our reafon prompts us to a future ftate : 

The laft appeal from fortune and from fate ; 

Where God’s all-nghteous ways will be declar’d 
The bad meet punifhment, the good leward. 

Thus man by his own ftrength to heaven would foart 
And would not be oblig’d to God for moie* 

Vain wretched creature, how art thou milled 
To thinfc ihy wit thefe god-like notions bred I 
Thele truths are not the pxodud of thy mmd,. 

But diopt from heaven, and of a nobler kind^ 
Reveal’d religion firff inform \i thy fight. 

And reafon faw not till faith fprung the light* 

Hence all thy natural worlhip^takea the fource : 

"Tis revelation wl^t thou thmk’ft difcourfe. 


Elfe 
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Elfe how com’ft thou to fee thefe truths fo clear^^ 
Which fo obfcure to heathens did appear? 

Not Plato thefe, nor Anftotle found : 

Nor he whofe wifdotn oracles renowned. 

Haft thou a wit fo deep, or fo fublime. 

Or canft thou lower dive, or higher climb ^ 

Canft thou by reafon more of godhead know 
Than Plutarch, Seneca, or Cicero ^ 

Thofe giant wits in happier ages boin. 

When arms and aits did Greece and Rome adorn. 
Knew no fuch fyftem . no fuch piles could raife 
Of natural worlhip, built on prayer and praiie 
To one foie God. 

Nor did remorfe to expiate fin prefcribe • 

But flew their fellow-creatures for a bribe : 

The guiltlefs vidlim groaned foi their offence ; 

And cruelty and blood was penitence. 

If flieep and oxen could atone for men. 

Ah I at how cheap a rate the rich might fin ! 

And great oppreflbrs might heaven’s wrath beguile. 

By offering his o\\ n creatures for a fpoil * 

Dar’ft thou , poor worm, oftend Infinity ^ 

And muft the terms of peace be given by f ce ? 

Then thou art Juftice in the iaft appcid ; 

Thy eafy God inftruds thee to rebel : 

And, like a king remote and weak, muft take 
W hat fatislaftion thou art pleas’d to make. 

But if there be a power top juft and ftrong, 

To wink at crimes, and bear unpunifli’d wiong ; 

S z Look 
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Look humbly upward, fee his will difclofe 
The forfeit firft, and then the fine impofe : 

A mukl: thy poverty could never pay. 

Had not eternal wifdom found the way : 

And with celeftial wealth fupply'd thy {lore : 

His jufhee makes the fine, his mercy quits the fcorc. 
See God defeending in thy human frame , 

Th’ ofiended fuffering in th’ offender's name : 

All thy mifdeeds to him imputed fee. 

And all his righteoufnefs de\ olv*d on thee. 

For, granting we have finn’d, and that th* offence 
Of man is made againft Omnipotence, 

Some price that bears proportion muft be paid ; 

And infinite with infinite be weigh d. 

See then the Deifi lofi : remorfe for vice. 

Not paid , or, paid, inadequate in price : 

What fartlier means can leafon now dired. 

Or what relief from human wit exped? 

That fhews us fick ; and fadly are w^e fure 
Still to be fick, till heaven reveal the cure : 

If then heaven^s will muft needs be underfiood. 

Which muft, if we want cure, and heaven be good, 
Let all records of will reveal'd be fiiown 5 
With fcripture all in equal balance thrown, I 

And our one facred book will be that one. J 

Proof ineeds not here , for whether we compare 
That impious, idle, fuperftitious ware 
Of rites, luftrations, offerings, which before. 

In various ages, various countries bore. 

With 
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With chriftian faith and virtues, ive fhall find 
None anfwenng the great ends of human kind 
But.this one rule of life, that fhews us beft 
How God may be appeas’d, and moitals bleft* 
Whether from length of time its worth we draw. 

The word is fcarce more ancient than the law : 
Heaven’s early care prefcrib’d for every age 5 
Firft, in the foul, and after, in the page. 

Or, w hether more abftrafledly we look. 

Or on the writers, or the written book. 

Whence, but from heaven, could men unlkill’d in arts,. 
In feveral ages born, in feveral parts. 

Weave fuch agreeing truths ? or how, or Vihy, 

Should ^1 confpire to cheat us with a lye ? 

Unalk’d their pains, ungrateful their advice. 

Starving their gain, and martyrdom their price. 

If on the book itfelf we cait our view. 

Concurrent heathens piove the ftory true : 

The dodiine, miracles , v Inch muft convince. 

For heaven in them appeals to human fenle : 

And though they prove not, they confirm the caufe, 
.When Vvhat is taught agrees with nature’s laws. 

Then tor the fiile, majcftic and divine,. 

Jc fpeaks no lefs than God in every line • 

Commanding words , whofe force is ftill the fame 
As the nilt fiat that produc’d our frame. 

AH faiths befide, or did by arms afeend , 

Or fenfe indulg’d has made mankind their fiiend : 

This only dodnne does our lufts oppofe : 

Unfed by nature’s foil, in which it grows, 

S J 
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262 DRY DEN’S POEMS. 

Crofs to our intercfts, 'curbing fenfe and fin ; 
Opprefs’d without, and undermin’d within. 

It thrives through pain ; it’s own tormentors tires; 
And with a fiubbom patience fiill afpires. 

To what can reafon fuch efFedls afiign 
Tranfcending nature, but to laws divine ; 

Which in that facred volume are contain'd ; 
Sufficient, clear, and for that ufe ordain'd ? 

But ffay : the deifi: here will urge anew. 

No fupernatural worfhip can be true : 

Becaufe a general law is that alone 

Which muff: to all, and every where, be known : 

A ftile fo large as not this book can claim. 

Nor ought that bears reveal'd religion's name. 

^Tis faid the found of a Meffiah's birth 
Js gone through all the habitable earth : 

But ftill that text muff be confin'd alone 
To what was then inhabited and known : 

And what provifion could from thence accrue 
To Indian fouls, and worlds difcover'd new ? 

In other parts it helps, that ages paft. 

The feriptures there were known, and were embrac'd, 
Till fin fpread once again the fhades of night : 

What 's that to thefe, who never faw the light ? 

Of all objections this indeed is chief 
To ftartle reafon, ftagger frail belief : 

We grant, 'tis true, that heaven from human fenfe 
Has hid the fecret path^ of providence ; 

But boundlefs wifdom, boundlefs mercy, may 
Find ev'n for thofe bewilder’d fouls, a way ; 
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if from his natuie foes may pity claim. 

Much more may ftrangers who ne'er heard his name* 
And though no name be for fahation knowi;. 

But that of his eternal Son’s alone ; 

Who knows how far tranfcending goodnefs can 
Extend the merits of that Son to man ? 

Who knovi s what reafons may his mercy lead 5 
Or ignorance invincible may plead I 
Not only chaiity bids hope the bell. 

But more the great apoftie has expreft ; 

** That if the Gentiles, whom no law iiifplr’d; 

By natuie did what was by law leqmr’d ; 

They, who the wTitten rule had never known. 

Were to themfelves both lulc and liw alone : 

To nature’s plain indidiment they f. all plead 5 
And by their confcience be condemn’d or freed.’* 

Moft righteous doom I becrafe a rule reveal’d 
Is none to thofe from whom it was conceal’d. 

Then thofe who follow’d reafon’s dicflates right ; 

Liv’d up, and lifted high theii natural light 5 
With Socrates may fee their Maker’s face. 

While thoufand rubric-martyrs w^ant a place. 

Nor does it baulk my charity, to find 
Th’ Egyptian biHiop of another mind : 

For though his creed eteaial truth contains, 

’Tis hard for man to doom to endlefs pains 
All who believ’d not all his 2eal requir’d ; 

Unlefs he £rfl could pro\ e hevV/as infpir'd. 

Then let us either think he meant to fay 
This faith, where publifli’d, was th'e only \\ay ; 

S 4 
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Or elfe conclude that, Arius to confute. 

Tie good old man, too eager in difpute* 

Flew high j and as his chnflian fury rofe, 

Da^nn’d all for heretics who durft oppofe. 

Thus far my charity this path has try’d ; 

A much unfkxiful, but well-meaning guide : 

Yet wha^^they are, ev’n thefe crude thoughts were bred 
By reading that which better thou haft read. 

Thy matchlefs author’s work : which thou, my friend. 
By well tranflatkig better doft commend : 
Thofe^youthful houis which , of thy equals moft 
In toys have fquander’d, or in vice have loft, 

Thofe hours haft thou to nobler ufe employ’d t 
And the fevere delights of truth enjo) *d. 

Witnefs this weighty book, in which appears 
The crabbed toil of many thoughtful years,. 

Spent by thy author, in the lifting care 
Of rabbins old fophifticated ware 
From. gold divine; which he who well can fort 
May afterwards malce algebia a fpoit. 

A treafure, which if country-curates buy. 

They J uiuus and Tremellius may defy ; 

Save pams in various readings, and Irani! zit ions; 

And w ithout Hebrew make moft iearn’d quotations* 

A work fo full with a axious learning fraught. 

So nicely ponder’d, yet fo ftrongiy wrought. 

As nature’s, height and art’s l-^ft hand requir’d ; 

As much as man couid compafs, uninfpir’d. 

■Where we may fee what errors have been made 
Both the copyers and tranflators trade ; 

How 
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How Jcwifti, Popifh, interefts have prevaird. 

And where infallibility has fail'd. 

For fome, who have his fecret meaning guefs’dj«, 
Ha«e found our author not too much a priefl : 

^ For fafhion-fake he feems to have recoiirfe 
’I'o pope, and councils, and tradition’s force 
But he that old traditions could fubdue. 

Could not J)ut find the weaknefs of the new : 

If fcripture, though deriv’d from heavenly birth. 

Has been but carelefsly preferv’d on earth , 

1£ God’s own people, who of God before 
Knew what we know, and had been promis’d mjore,« 

In fuller terms, of heaven’s affifiring care. 

And who did neither time nor ftudy fpare 
To keep this book untainted, unpeipiext. 

Let in grofs eirors to corrupt the text. 

Omitted paragraphs, embroil’d the fenie, 

With'Vain traditions ftopt the gaping fence. 

Which every common hand pull’d up with eafe t 
What fafety from fuch biufhwood-helps as thefe ? 

If written words from time are not fecur’d. 

How can we think have oral founds endur’d ? 

Which .thus tranfmitted, if one mouth has fail’d. 
Immortal lyes on ages are intail’d : 

And that fopae fuch have been, is prov’d too plain j. 

If we confider intereft, church, and gam. 

O but, fays one, tradition fet afide. 

Where can we hope for an unerring guide ? 

For fince th’ oiiginal fcripture has been loll. 

All copies difagreeing, maim’d the moft. 

Or 
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Or chriftian faith can have no certain ground. 

Or truth in church-tradition naufl: be found. 

Such an omnifcient church wc wifh indeed ; 
*Twere worth both Teftaments ; caft in die creed: 
But if this itkother be a guide fo fare. 

As can all doubts refolve, all truth fecure. 

Then her infallibility, as well 

Where copies are corrupt or lame, can tell ; 

Reflore loft canon with as little pains. 

As truly explicate what ftill remains : 

Which yet no council dare pretend to do ; 

Unlefs like Efdras they could write it new : 
Strange confidence ftill to interpret true. 

Yet not be fare that all they have explain'd 
Is in the bleft original contain’d^ 

More iafe, and much more modeft *tis, to fay 
God would not leave mankind without a way : 
And that the fcnptures, though not every where 
Free from corruption, or intire, or clear. 

Are uncorrupt, fufEcient, clear, intire. 

In all things which our needful faith require* 

If others in the fame glafs bettor fee, 

^Tis for themfelves they look, but not for met 
Forjmy falvation muft its doom receive. 

Not from what others, but what I believe* 

Muft all tradition then be fet afide ? 

This to afiirm, were ignorance or pride. 

Are there not many points, fome needful fure 
To faving faith, that fcripture leaves obfcure? 
Which every fed will wreft a ieveral way. 

Fox what one fed inteiprets, all feds may : 
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“We hold, and fay we prove from fcriptare plain, *1 
That Chrift is God ; the bold Socinian I 

From the fame fcripture urges he ’s but man* J 

Now what appeal can end th* important fuit ? 

Both parts tallc loudly, but the rule is mute* 

Shall I fpeak plain, and in a nation free 
Affume an honeft layman's liberty ? 

I think, according to my little Ikill, 

To my own mother-church fubmitting ftill. 

That many have been fav'd, and many may. 

Who never heard this queftion brought in play, 

Th’ unletter’d Chriftian, who believes in grofs. 

Plods on to heaven , and ne’er is at a lofs : 

For the ftreight-gate would be made freighter yet. 
Were none admitted there but men of wit# 

The few by nature form’d, with learning fraught. 

Born to inftrudt, as others to be taught, 

Muil ftudy well the facred page ; and fee 
Which doiflrine, this, or that, does befl agree 
With the whole tenoi of the woik divine » 

And plainlieil points to heaven’s reveal’d defign 1 
Which expofition flows from genuine fenfe. 

And which is forc’d by wit and eloquence. 

Not that tradition’s parts are ufelefs here : 

When general, old, difinterefted, clear : 

That ancient Fathers thus expound the page» 

Gives truth the reverend majefty of age : 

Confirms its force by bideing every teft; 

^or befi: authorities, next 'rules, are be& 

And 
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And liill’the nearer to the fpting we go 
More limpid, more nnfoird, the waters flow. 

Thus firfl: traditions were a prool alone; 

Could wo be certain fuch they were, fo known : 
But fince fome flaws in long defcent may be. 

They make not truth, but probability, 

Ev’n Anus and Pelagius durfl: provoke 
To what the centuries preceding fpoke. 

Such dilFerence is there in an of t- told rale : 

But truth by its own flnews will prevail. 

Tradition wntten therefore mor^ commends* 
Authority, than what from voice dcfccnds : 

And this, as perfed as us kind can be. 

Rolls down to us the facred hiflory : 

'Which, fiom the univerfal church receiv'd,. 

Is try'd, and after, for itfelf believ'd, 

The partial Bapifts would infer from hence 
Their church; in laft refort, fliould judge the fenfe,. 
But firfl* they would aflume with wondcrous art, 
Themfelves to be the whole, who are but part 
Of that vaft frame the church , } et grant they were 
I'he handers -down, can they from thence infer 
A right t' interpret ^ or would they alone, 

"Who brought the piefent, claim it for their own ? 
The book 's a common laigefs to mankind ; 

Not mor« for them than every man defigii'd : 

The welcome news is m the letter found , 

'I'he earner 's not comninrion'd to expound. 

It fpeaks itfelf,. and what it does contain, 

Irtiall things needful to be known is plain. 


In. 
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In times overgrown v> ith rufi: and ignorance, 

.A gainful trade their clergy did advance : 

When want of leaining kept the laymen low. 

And none but puefts were authoriz’d to know : 

When what fmall knowledge \»as, in them did dwells 
And he a God who could but read and fpell ; 

Then mother church did mightily prevaiL 
She parcel’d out the Bible by retail : 

But ftili expounded what (he fold or gave. 

To keep it in her power to damn and fave : 

Sciipture was fcarce, and, as the market went. 

Poor la) men took falvation on content; 

As needy men take money good or bad : 

God’s word they had not, but the priefl’s they bad* 
Yet whate’er falfe conveyances they made. 

The lawyer liill was certain to be paxd. 

In thofe dark rimes they leam’d their knack fo w’dl. 
That by long ufe they grew infallible 4 
At laft a knowing age began t’ enquire 
If they the book, or that did them infpiie^ 

And making narrower fearch they found, though late,. 
That what they thougiu the prieft’s, was their ettate ; , 
Taught by the will produc’d, the written w^ord. 

How long they had been cheated on record. 

Then every man who faw the tide fair. 

Claim’d a child’s part, and put in lor a lhare : 
Confuited iubcrly his pri\ ate good , 

And fav’d iiimfelf as cheap as e’ei he couId„ 

’Tis true, my friend, and lar be fiattery hence, 
This good had full as baa a confequcncc . 
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The book thus put in every vulgar hand^ 

Which each pyefum'd he beft could underftand. 

The common rule was made the common preyj 

And at the mercy of the rabble lay, 

llie tender page with horny fifls was galfd ; 

And he was gifted moft that loudeft baurd : 

The fpirit ga\ c the dodoral degree ; . 

And eveiy member of a company t 

Was of his trade^ and of the Bible free. j 

Plain truths enough for needful ufe they found i 
But men would ftill be itching to expound : 

Each was ambitious of th' obfcureil place. 

No meafure ta’en from knowledge, all from grace. 
Study and pains weie now no more their care , 
Texts were explain’d by fafting and by prayer . 
This was the fruit the private fpirit brought 5 
Occafion’d by great zeal and little thought. 

While crouds unleain’d, with rude devotion warm, ' 
About the facied viands buz and fwarm. 

The fly-Blown text creates a ciawhng brood ; 

And turns to maggots what was meant for food. 

A thoufand daily fedb rife up and die , 

A thoufand more the penlh’d race fu pply : 

So all we make of heaven’s difeover'd will. 

Is not to have it, or to ufe it ill. 

'rhe danger’s much the fame ; on fevcral fhelvcs 
If others wreck us, or we wreck ourfelves. 

What then remains, but, waving each extreme. 
The tides of ignorance and pride to flem ? 


Neither 
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Neither fo rich a treafore to forego ; 

Nor proudly feek beyond our power to know : 

Faith IS not built on difqiufitions vain ; 

The things we muft believe are few and plain : 

But, fince men will believe more than they need*, 

And every man will make himfelf a creed* 

In doubtful queftions ’tis the fafeft way 
To learn what unfufpeded ancients fay : 

For ’tis not likely we fhould higher foar 
In fearch of heaven, than all the church before i 
Nor can we be deceivM, unlefs we fee 
The feripture and the fathers difagrfee. 

If after all they ftand fufpefted ftill. 

For no man’s faith depends upon his will 
^Tis fome relief, that points not clearly known 
Without much hazard may be let alone : 

And, after hearing what our church can fay. 

If flill our reafon runs another way. 

That private reafon ’tis more juft to curb* 

Than by difputes the public peace diftuib. 

For points obfeure are of fmall ufe to learn « 

But common quiet is mankind^’s concern. 

Thus have I made my own opinions clear t 
Yet neither praife expedl, nor cenfure fear : 

And this unpolifh’d rugged verfe I chofe , 

A'y fitteft for difcourfe, and neareft profe : 

For while from facied truth I do not fwene* 

Tom Sternhold’s 01 Tom SIiadwclFs rhymes will ferve* 


THE 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

T his tranHadon of monfieur Boileau’s Art of 
Poetry was made in the )ear 1680, by Sir Wil- 
liam Soame of Suffolk, Baronet; who being \ cry in- 
nmately acquainted with Mr. Dr} den, defiied his re- 
/ifal of it. I fdw the manufeript lie in Mr. Dryden’s 
lands for above fix months, who made very confidcN 
ible alterations in it, particularly the beginning of the 
'ourth Canto : and it being his opinion that it would 
le better to apply the poem to Englifh writers, than 
:cep to the French names, as it was frft tranllated, 
hr William defired he w^ould take the pains to make 
hat alteration, and accordingly that was enliiely done j 
>y Mr. Dryden. . 1 

The poem was firft publifhed in the year 1683 , Sir 
Viliiam was after fent ambaffador to Conftantinople, 
a the reign of king James, but died in the voyage. 

J. Ton SON. 


CANTO 


Q A S H author, ’tis a vain prefumptuoiis crime, 
' 1 0 undertake the facred art of rhyme; 

[ at thy birth the ftars that rul'd thy fenfe 
hone not with a poetic influence , 


In 
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In thy ftrait genius thou wilt ftill be bound, 

Find Phoebus deaf, and Pegafus unfound. 

You then that burn with the defire to try 
The dangerous courfe of charming poetiy; 

Forbear in fruitlefs veife to lofe your time. 

Or take for genius the defire of rhyme : 

Fear the allurements of a fpecioas bait. 

And well confider your ov/n fo.ce ?nd weighs. 

Nature abounds m wits of every I ind. 

And for each authoi caxi a taltnt find . 

One may in veife defcribe an amorous iL’ar', 

Another fharpen a fhort epigiam : 

Waller a hero's mighty ads e>k.tOi, 

Spenfer fing Rofahnd in pailoi<’l : 

But authors that themfelves too much efieern, 

Lofe their o\\n genius, and miilake their theme ^ 

Thus in times paft Dubartas \aialy 
Allaying facred truth with tnfiuig wit. 

Impertinently, and ^ ithout delight, 

Defcrib'd the Ifraehtes triumphant iLght, 

And follow ing Mofes o'er tiie fand}' plain , 

Perilh'd with Pharaoh in th' Arabian mam. 

Whatever you Vviitc of pleafant cr fublimc. 

Always let fenfe accompanj^ your ihyme ; 

Falfely they feem each otliei to oppofe ; 

Rhyme mufi be made with reafon's la \s to clofe: 

And when to conquer her you bend your foi ce. 

The mmd will triumph in the noble courle, 

1 o reafon’s yoke 11 le quickly will incline. 

Which, far fiom I urting, renders her duine: 

VoL. XVIII, T But 
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But if neglected will as eaiily ftray. 

And mailer reafon which fhe Ihould obey. 

Love reafoil? then and let whatever you write 
Borrow from her its beauty, force, and light,^ 
Moll writers mounted on a relly Mufe, 
Extravagant and fenfelefs objcds chufe ; 

They think they err, if in their verfe they fall 
On any thought that 's plain or natural : 

Fly this excefs ; and let Italians be 
Vain authors of falfe glittering poetr}’’. 

All ought to aim at fenfe ; but moll in vain 
Strive the hard pafs and flippery path to gain : 
You drown, if to the right or left you flxay ; 
Reafon to go has often but one way. 

Sometimes an author, fond of his own thought, 
Purfues Its obje<fl till it "s over-wrought : 

If he defcnbes ta houfe, he Ihews the face. 

And after walks you round from place to place j 
Here is a villa, there the doors unfold. 
Balconies here are balluftred with gold ; 

Then counts the rounds and ovals in the halls. 
The felloons, freezes, and the allragals 
Tir'd with his tedious pomp, away I run. 

And Ikip o’er twenty pages to be gone. 

Of fuch defcnptions the vain folly fee. 

And fhun their barren fuperfluity. 

All that is needlefs carefully avoid; 

The mind once fatisfy’'d is quickly cloy’d : 

He cannot write who knows not to give o’er; 
To mend one fault, he makes a hundred more : 


A 
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A verfe was weak, you turn it, much too ftrong, 
And grow obfcure for fear you (hould be long. 
Some are not gaudy, but are flat and dry ; 

Not to be low, another foars too high. 

Would you of every one deferve the praife ? 

In writing, vary your difcourfe and phrafe ; 

A frozen fliyle that neither ebbs nor flows, 

Inftead of pleafing, makes us gape and doze* 
Thofe tedious authors are efl:eem*d by none 
Who tire us, humming the fame heavy tone. 
Happy who in his veife can gently fleer. 

From giave to hght , from pleafant to fevere ; 

His works will be admir’d where-ever found. 

And oft with buyers will be compafsM round* 

In all you write, be neither low nor vile : 

The meaaefl theme may have a proper ftyle* 

The dull burlef|ue appear’d with impudence,. 
And pleas’d by novelty in fpite of fenfe. 

All, except trivial points, grew out of date ; 
Parnaflus fpoke the cant of Biihngfgate : 

Boundlefb and mad, diforder’d rhyme was feen : 
Difguis’d Apollo chang’d to Harlequin. 

Ibis plague, which fint in country towns began. 
Cities and kingdoms quickly over-ran i 
The dullefl: fcnbblcrs fome adrairers^foimd. 

And the Mock Tempeft was a while renown’d : 
But this low fluff the town at laft defpis’d. 

And fcoin’d the folly that they once had priz'd; 
Dillinguifh’d dull from natural and plain„ 

And left th^ village^ to Fieckno's r^ign^ 

T a 
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Let not {j mean a ftyle your Mufe debafe ; 

But learn from Butler the buFooning grace ; 

And let burlefque in ballads be employ^; 

Yet noify bombaft carefully a\oid. 

Nor think to raife, though on Pharfalia’s plain. 
Millions of mooining mountains of the flam:’* 
Nor with Dubartas bridle up the floods. 

And peniwig with wool the balipate woods* 

Chufe a juft flyle, be grave without conflraint. 
Great without pride, and lot ely without paint : 
Write what your reader may be pleas’d to hcai ; 
And for the meafure have a caieful ear» 

On eafy numbcis fix 3.OU1 happy choice : 

Of jairmg founds avoid the odious noife * 

The f ullefl: verfe and the moft labour’d fenfe, 
Difpleafe us, if the ear once take offence. 

Our ancient verfe, as homely as the times. 

Was rude, unmeafur’d, only tagg’d with ihymes; 
Number and cadence that have fmee been fhown. 
To thofe unpolifh’d w’riters weic unknown. 

Fairfax was he, who, in that daijcer age. 

By his juft rules reftiam’d poetic rage , 

Spenfer did next in paftoials excel. 

And taught the nobler art of v riting well : 

To ftri^fer rules the ftanza did rcftrain. 

And found for poetry a richer vein. 

Then Davenant came , who, with a new found art, 
Chang’d all, ipoil’d all, and had his way apart , 
His haughty Mufe all others did dcfpife. 

And thought in triumph to bear off the prize. 
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Till the Iharp-figl ted critics of the fmes 
In their Mock-Gondibert expos'd his rhymes ; 

The laurels he pietended did refufe. 

And dafh'd the hopes of his afpinng Miife. 

This headftrong writer falling from on high. 

Made following authors take lefs liberty. 

Waller came lafi, but the firft whofe art. 

Juft weight and meafure did to verfe impart; 

That of a well-plac'd v^ord could teach the force. 

And {hew'd for poetry a nobler courfe . 

His happy genius did our longue refine. 

And eafy words w ith plcafing numbers join : 

Kis leifes to good method did apply. 

And chang'd hard difcord to foft haimony. 

All Q^^n'd his laws; long approv'd and trj'J, 

T'o prefent authors now may be a guide. 

Tread boldly i*i his ftcps, fecuie from fear. 

And be, like luin, in your expiefilons clear. 

If m your verfe you cirag, and fenfe delay. 

My patience tires, my fancy goes aftray , 

And /roiii yoai vain difcourfe I tuin my mind, 

Noi fearch an author troublefoine to find. 

There is a kind of \*Titer pleas’d with found, 

\\ hofe fuftian head with clouds is compafs'd round. 

No leaion c? 1 di^perfe thvm with its light : 

Learn then to thiu’-c ere you pretend to write. 

A'y voul idea 's cleai, or cKe obfeure, 

Th' e\pre*Tr>n follows perftifl or impure : 

What we conceive with eafe we can exprefs ; 

Words to the notions Sow with readinefs. 

T 3 
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Obfcrve the language well in all you write. 
And fwerve not from it in your loftieft flight. 
The fmootheft verfe and the exadell fenfc 
Difpleafe us, if ill Englifh give offence : 

A barbarous phrafe no leader can approve; 

Nor bombaft, noife, or aflfedation lov e. 

In fliort, without pure language, what you write 
Can nei'cr yield us profit or delight. 

Take time for thinking, neicr work in hafle; 
And value not yourftif for wanting fall. 

A rapid poem, with fuch fury writ, 

^hews want of judgment, not abounding wit. 
More pleas'd we are to fee a river lead 
His gentle flreams along a flowery mead. 

Than from high banks to hear loud toi rents roar, 
M^ith foamy waters on a muddy fhore. 

Gently make hafle, of labour not afraid : 

A hundred times confider what you \e faid : 
Polifli, repohfli, every colour lay. 

And fometimes add, but oftener take aw^ay% 

^Tis not enough when fw arming faults arc writ. 
That here and there are fcatter'd fparks of wit j 
Each objedl mull be fix'd in the due place. 

And differing parts have concfponding grace; 
Till, by a curious art difpos'd, we find 
One perfea whole, of all the pieces join'd. 

Keep to your fubjeft clofe in ail you fay ; 

Nor for a founding lentence ever flray. 

The public cenfure for your writings fear, 

And to yourfelf be critic moH fevere* 


Fantaftk 
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Fantaftic wits their darling follies love ; 

But find you faithful friends that vvill approve. 
That on your works may look with careful eyes^ 
And of your faults be zealous enemies : 

Lay by an author’s pride and vanity, 

And from a friend a flatterer defci}^ 

Who feems to like, but means not what he faj s 4 
Embrace true counfel, but fufpcd falfe praife, 

A fycophant will cvtry thing admue : 

Each verfe, each fentcnce, fcts his foul on fire ; 
All is divine ! there \ not a woid amifs i 
He {hakes with joy, and weeps with tendernefs. 
He overpoweis you with his mighty praife. 

*l'ruth never moves in thofc impetuous ways : 

A faithful friend is careful of your fame. 

And freely will your hcedlcfs eiror» blame ; 

He cannot pardon a ncglefted ime. 

But verfe to rule and order will confine. 

Repiove of words the too-affecled found ; 

Here the fenfe flags, and your expreffion round;. 
Your fancy tires, and your difLourfe grows vain, 
Your teuns impiopci, make them jufl and plain* 
Thus ’tis a faithful friend will freedom ufe , 

But authors, partial to their dailing Mufe, 

Think to proted it they have jufl pretence, 

Ard at your friendly counfel take offence. 

^cud you of this, that the e\preliion ’s fiat? 

Yoiii fen ant, fli, you mufi excufe me that. 

He anfwcrs you. This word has here no grace. 


?iay lea. e it out. Tiiat, fir, 's thepioperefl: place* 


T 4 
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This turn I like not : ’Tis approv'd by alL 
Thus, refolute not from one fault to fall. 

If there a fyllable of which you doubt* 

*ris a fuie reafon not to blot it out. 

Yet fhll he fays you may his faults confute* 

And over him your power is abfolute : 

Eut of his feign'd humility take heed ; 

'Tis a bait laid to make you hear him read. 

And when he leaves you happy m his Mufe, 

Reliefs he runs feme other to abufe. 

And often finds , foi in our fcnbbhng times 
No fool can want a fot to praife his rhymes : 

The fiatteft work has ever in the court 
Met with fome zealous afs foi its fupport : 

And in all times a forwaid fci ibbhng fop 
Has found fome greater fool to cry him up. 

CANTO II. 

PASTORA L. 

A S a fair nymph, when rifing from her bed. 

With fparkling diamonds dreffes not her he?d^^ 
But, without gold or pearl, or coftly feents. 

Gathers fiom neighbouring fields her ornaments ; 
Such, lovely in its drefs, but plain withal. 

Ought to appear a perfed Paitoral : 

Its humble method nothing has of fierce. 

But hates the rattling of a lofty verfe : 

There native beauty pleafes, and excites. 

And never with harfh founds the ear affrights. 


But 
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But in this ftyle a poet often fpent. 

In lage throws by his rural inftrument. 

And vainly, when diforder’d thoughts aboundj^ 
Amidft the Eclogue makes the trumpet found : 
Pan flies aLrm’d into the neighbouring woods^ 
And frighted nymphs dive down into the floods* 
Oppos’d to this another, low in ftyle. 

Makes fbepherds fpeak a language bafe and vile : 
His writings, flat and heavy, without found, 
Kiffing the earth, and creeping on the ground; 
You’d fwear that Randal, in his luftic firains. 
Again was quavering to the country fwams. 

And changing, without care of found or drefs, 
Strephon and Phyllis, into Tom and Befs. 

^Twixt thefe extremes ’tis haid to keep the right; 
For guides take Virgil, and lead Theocrite . 

Be their juft writing, by the Gods infpir’d, 

Youi conftant pattern pradis’d and admir’d. 

By them alone >ou ’ll eafily comprehend 
How poets, without fhame, may condefcend 
To fing of gardens, fields, of flowers, and fruity,, 
To ftir up fhepheids,. and to tune the flute; 

Of love’s rewards to tell the happy hour. 

Daphne a tree, Narciftus made a flow^ei. 

And by wbat means the Eclogue yet has power 
To make the woods worthy a conqueror: 

This of their wi kings is the giace and flight; 
Their riTings lofty, )et not out of fight. 


elegy*. 
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ELEGY, 

The Elegy, that loves a mournful flyle, 

With unbound hair weeps at a funeral pile 5 
It paints the lover's torments and delights, 

A miftrefs flatters, threatens, and invites : 

But well thefe raptures if you '11 make us fee. 

You muft know love as well as poetry. 

I hate thofe lukewarm authors, whofe forc’d fit 
In a cold ftyle defenbes a hot defire. 

That figh by rule, and raging in cold blood 
Their fluggifti Mufe whip to an amorous mood : 
Their tranfports feign’d appear but flat and vaiu ; 
They always figh, and always hug their chain. 

Adore their prifon, and their fuiiciings blefs. 

Make fenfe and reafon quarrel as thc} picafe. 

'Twas not of old in this affciHed tone. 

That fmooth Tibullus made his amorous moan; 

Nor Ovid, when, infiruded from above. 

By nature's rules he taught the art of love. 

The heart in Elegies forms the difcourfc, 

ODE. 

The Ode is bolder, and has greater force. 

Mounting to heaven in her ambitious flight, 

Amongft the Gods and heroes takes delight 5 
Of Pifa's wreftlers tells the finewy force, 

And fings the dufty conqueror's glorious courfc : 

To Simo's ftreams does fierce Achilles bring. 

And makes the Ganges bow to Britain's king. 

Sometimcfi 
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Sometimes flie flies like an indaftrious bee. 

And robs tbe flowers by nature's chemiftiy, 

Bcfcribes tlie fliepherd's dances, feafl:s, and blifsn 
And boafts from Phyllis to furpnae a kifs. 

When gently flie refifts with feign'd reraoife, 

I'hat what flie grants may feem to be by force; 

Her generous ftyle at random oft will part. 

And by a btave diforder fliows her art. 

Unlike thofe fearful poets, whofe cold rhyme 
In all their raptures keeps exa<ffeft time. 

That fing th’ illuftrious hero’s mighty praife 
(Lean writers I) by the terms of weeks and days 5 
And dare not from leaf! clrcumflances part, 

Eut take all towns by rules of art : 

Apollo diives thofe fops fiom his abode; 

And fome ha\ e faid that once the humorous god 
Refolving all fuch fcnbblers to confound. 

For the fliort Sonnet order’d this Aria bound c 
Set rules for the juft meafure, and the time. 

The eafy running and alternate rhyme ; 

But, above all, thofe licences deny’d 

Which in thefe wiitings the lame fenfe fupply'd^ 

Forbad an ufelefs line fhould And a place. 

Or a lepeated word appear with grace. 

A faultlefs Sonnet, finifli’d thus, would be 
Worth tedious volumes of loofe poetry^ 

A bundled fcribblmg authors without ground^ 

Believe they have this only phoenix found : 

When yet iii’ exaaeft fcarce have two or three. 
Among whole tomes from faults and cenfure free. 


The 
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The reft but little read, regarded lefs, 

Are Ihovel'd to the paftry from the prefs, 

Clofiug the fenfe within the meafar’d time, 

*Tis hard to fit the reafon to the rhyme. 

EPIGRAM. 

The Epigiam, with little art coifipos’d. 

Is one good fcntcncc ti a cUfiich closed. 

Thefc points, that Italians firft were priz’d. 
Our ancient authors knew not, or defpis’d . 

The vulgar, dazzkd \vith their glaring light. 

To their falle pleafurcs quickly they invite; 

But public Cwoui fo inci eas’d thcii pride. 

The) ovcrnheiai’d Fa-aalius with their tide. 

The Madrigal at fiiil was oveicome. 

And the proud Sonnet fell by the fame doom ; 
With thcfe gt<ivc Tragedy adorn’d her flights,. 
And moarnful Elegy her funeral rites : 

A hero never fail’d them on the fta^e. 

Without his point a lover durft not rage ; 

The amorous fiiepherds took more care to proiC' 
True to his point, than faithful to their love. 
Each word like Janus had a double face : 

And profe, as well as verfe, allow’d it place:. 

The law)ci? with conceits adorn’d his fpecch. 

The parfon without quibbling could not preach. 

At laft affionted reafon look’d about. 

And fiom all fenous matters fhut them out : 
Declar’d that none ihoulJ ufe tl cm without (hame. 
Except a fcattering in the Epigram ; 


Proi ided« 
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^Provided that hy art, and m due time. 

They turn'd upon the thought, and not the rhyme. 
Thus in all parts diforders did abate : 

Yet quibbleis in the couit had leave to prate : 
Inhpid jefters, and unpleafant fools, 

A corporation of dull punning drolls. 

^Tis not, but that fometimes a dexterous Mufe 
May with advantage a turn'd fenfe abufe. 

And on a word may trifle with addrefs ; 

But above all avoid the fond excefs ; 

And think not, when your verfe and fenfe are lamcj^ 
^Vith a dull point to tag your Epigram. 

Each poem his perfedion has apait ; 

The Britifh round in plainnefs (hows his art. 

The Ballad, though the pride of ancient time. 

Has often nothing but his humorous rhyme. 

The Madrigal may fofter paflions move. 

And breathe the tender ecftafies of love. 

Defire to Ihew itfelf, and not to wrong. 

Arm'd Virtue firfl with Satire in its tongue* 

SATIRE. 

Liicilius was the man who, bravely bold. 

To Roman vices did this miiror hold, 

Pioteded humble goodnefs from reproach. 

Showed worth on foot, and rafcals in the coach* 
Horace his pleafing wit to this did add. 

And none uncenfur'd could be fool or mad : 
Unhappy w^as that wretch, whofe name might be 
Squar'd to the rules of their (harp pqetry* 


Perfius 
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Perfius obfcure, but full of fenfe and wit, 

Affe&d brevity in all he writ : 

And Juvenal, learned as thofe times could be. 

Too far did ftretch his fharp hj perbolc ; 

Though horrid truths through all his labours (hine,. 
In what he writes there '$ fomethmg of divine, 
Whether he blames the Caprean debauch. 

Or of Sejanus’ fall tells the approach. 

Or that he makes the trembling fenate come 
To the ftern tyrant to recei\ c their doom ; 

Or Roman vice in coarfeft habits Ihews, 

And paints an emprefs reeUng from the ftews i. 

In all he writes appears a noble iire ; 

To follow fuch a mafter then defi ic. 

Chaucer alone, fix’d on this fohd bafe. 

In his old ftyle conferves a modern grace s 
Too happy, if the freedom of his rhymes 
Offended not the method of our times. 

The Latin writers decency neglcd; 

But modem authors challenge our refpe(Jf, 

And at immodeft writings take offence. 

If clean expreffion cover not the fenfct 
I love Iharp Satire, from obfeenenefs free; 

Not impudence that preaches modefty . 

Our Englifh^ who in malice never fail, 

Henc? in lampoons and libels learn to rail ; 
Pleafant detradiion, that by fingxng goes 
From mouth to mouth, and as it maiches grows : 
Our freedom in our poetry we fee. 

That child pf toy begot by liberty^ 


But, 
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But, vain blafpliemer, tremble wber you chafe 
God for the fubjed of your impious Mufe : 

At laft> thofe jeffcs which libertines intent. 

Bring the lewd author to juft punifhment. 

Ev’n in a fong there muft be art and fenfe ; 

Yet fometimes we have feen that wine, or chance. 
Have warm’d cold brains, and given dull writers mettle^ 
And furnifh’d out a fcene for Mr. Settle. 

But for one lucky hit, that made thee pleale. 

Let not thy folly grow to a difeafe. 

Nor think thyfelf a wit ; for in our age 
If a warm fancy does fome fop engage. 

He neither eats nor lleeps till he has writ. 

But plagues the world with his adulterate wit^w 
Nay 'tis a wonder, if in his dire rage. 

He prints not his dull follies for the ftage ; 

And m the front of all his fenfelcfs plays. 

Makes David Logan crowm his head with baycs* 

CANTO III. 

^ T R A G E D Y. 

T here ’ s not a monfter bred beneath the Iky 
But, well-difpos’d by art, may pleafe the eyes. 

A curious workman, by his llcill divine, 

Fiom an ill objC(ft makes a good deftgn. 

'I’hus, to delight us. Tragedy, in tears 
Foi Oedipus, provokes our hopes and fears : 

For parricide Oreftes afks iclief 5 
And to encxeafc our pleafure caufes grief. 

Toti 
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You then that in this noble art would rife. 

Come ; and in lofty verfe difpute the prize. 

Would you upon the ftage acquire renown. 

And for your judges fummon all the town ? 

Would you your works for ever fhould remain. 

And after ages paft be fought again ? 

In all you write, obferve with care and art 
To move the paffions, and incline the heart. 

If in a labor’d aft, the picafing rage 
Cannot our hopes and fears by turns engage. 

Nor m our mind a feeling pity raife , 

In vain with learned feenes you fill your plays : 

Your cold difeourfe can never move the mind 
Of a ftern critic, naturally unkind; 

Who, juftly tir’d with your pedantic flight. 

Or falls afleep, or cenfures all you write. 

The fecret is, attention firfl: to gam ; 

To move our minds, and then to entertain : 

That, from the very opening of the feenes. 

The flrft may fhew us ^vhat the author means. 

I ’m tir’d to fee an afior on the flage. 

That knows not whether he ’s to laugh or rage; 

'Who, an intrigue unraveling in vain, 

Inflead of pleafing keeps my mind in pain. 

I ’d rather much the naufeous dunce fhould fay 
Downright, My name is Heflor in the play ; 

Than with a mafs of miracles, ill-join’d. 

Confound my ears, and not inflrufl my mind. 

The fubjeff ’s never foon enough expreft ; 

Your place -of aftion mull be fix’d, and reft, 

A Spanifh 



THE ART OF POETRY, 2S9 

A Spanifh poet maf with good event. 

In one’s days fpace whole ages repiefeiit ; 

There oft the hero of a wandering ftage 
Begins a child, and ends the play of age ; 

But we that are by jreafon’s rules confin’d. 

Will, that with art the poem be defign’d. 

That unity of aflion, time, and place. 

Keep the fiage full, and all our labours grace* 

Write not what cannot be w ith eafc conceiv’d 
Some truths may be too firong to be believ’d, 

A foolifh w’onder cannot entertain : 

My mind ’s not movM if your dilcourfe be vain*- 
You may relate what would offend the eye; 

Seeing, indeed, would better fatisfy ; 

But theie are objefls that a curious art 
Hides from the eyes, yet offers to tlie heart. 

The mind is moft agreeably furpns’d. 

When a well-woven fubjed, long difguis'd. 

You on a fudden artfully unfold. 

And give the whole another face and mould. 

At firft the Tragedy was void of art; 

A fong, where each man danc’d and fung his part. 

And of God Bacchus roaring out the praife,* 

Sought a good vintage for their jolly da) s : 

Then wine and joy were feen in each nian’s c) es, 

And a fat goat was the beft fingciV prize. 

Thefpis as firfl, who, all befmear’d with lee. 

Began thxS pleafure for poileiity . 

And with his carted adors, and a fong, ^ / 

Amus’d the pec^ple as he pafs’d along. 

VoL. XVill. U 
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Next -ffifchylus the dyferent perfons placed. 

And with a better malk his players grac’d : 

Upon a theatre his vcrfe exprefs^d. 

And ihow^'d his hero with a bulkin drefs’d. 

Then Sophocles, the genius of his age. 

Increas’d the pomp and beauty of the liage. 
Engag’d the chorus fong in every part. 

And polifh’d rugged verfe by rules of art ; 

He in the Greek did thole perfedions gain. 

Which the weak Latin never could attain. 

Our pious fathers, in their pneft-rid age. 

As impious and prophane, abhorr’d the ftage : 

A troop of filly pilgrims, as *tis faid, 

Fooliihiy zealous, fcandaloully play’d, 

Inftead of heroes, and of love’s complaints. 

The angels, God, the virgin, and the faints* 

At laft, right reafon did his laws reveal. 

And Ihow’d the folly of their ill-plac’d zeal. 
Silenc’d thofe nonconformifis of the age. 

And rais’d the lawful heroes of the fiage : 

Only th’ Athenian malk was laid afide. 

And chorus by the mufic was fupply’d. 

Ingenious love, inventive in new arts. 

Mingled in plays, and quickly touch’d our heartat 
This paflion never could refiftance find. 

But knows the fhorteft paflage to the mind* 

Paint then, I *m pleas’d my hero be in love j 
But let him not like a tame fhepherd move j 
Let not Achilles be like Thyrfis feen. 

Or for a Cyru^ Ihow an Artaben 5 
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That ftrugglbg oft his paiTions we may find. 

The frailty, not the virtue of his mmd. 

Of romance heroes ihun the low defign ; 

Yet to great hearts feme human frailties join : 

Achilles muft with Homer’s heat engage; 

For an affront I ’m pleas’d to fee him rage, 

Thofe little failings in your hero’s heart 
Show that of man and nature he has part : 

To leave known rules you cannot be allow’d ; 

Make Agamemnon covetous and proud, 
iEneas in religious rites auffeie. 

Keep to each man his proper charadcr. 

Of countries and of times the humours know ; 

From different climates different cuftoms grow : 

And ffrive to fhun then fault who vainly drefs 
An antique hero like fomc modern afs ; 

Who make old Romans like our Englifh move. 

Show Cato fparkifh, or make Brutus love. 

In a romance thofe errors are excus’d : 

There ’tis enough that, reading, we ’re amus’d : 

Rules too fevere would there be ufelefs found ; 

But thc’ftrid feene muff have a jufter bound ; 

Exad decorum we muff always find. 

If then you form fome heio in your mind. 

Be fare your image with itfelf agree ; 

For what he firft appears, he ffill muff be. 

Affeded wits will naturally incline 
To paint their figures by their own defign : 

Your bully poets, bully heroes write : 

Chapman in Buify d’Ambois took delight. 

And thought perfedion was to huff and fight. 

U a 
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Wife nature by variety does pleafe ; 

Cloath diflenng paffions in a differing drefs : 

JSold anger, in rough haughty words appeals; 
Sorrow is humble, and diffolves in tears. 

Make not your Hecuba with fury rage. 

And fhow a ranting giicf upon the itagej 
Or tell in vain how the rough Tanais bore 
His fevenfold u aters to the Euxinc fhore ; 

Thefe fu oln cxpreffions, this ailtded noife. 

Shows like Ibme pedant that declaims to bo)s. 

In fonow you mull: fofter methods keep , 

And, to excite our tears, yourfelf muff weep, 
Thofe noify words with which ill plaj^s abound. 
Come not from hearts that are m fadnefs drown'd. 
The theatre for a young poet's rh}mcs 
Is a bold ventuie in our knowing times : 

An author cannot eafily purchafe fame ; 

Critics are always apt to hiis, and blame : 

You may be judg'd by every afs in town. 

The privilege is bought for half a crown. 

To pleafe, you muff a bundled changes try; 
Sometimes be humble, then muff foar on Ingh: 

In noble thoughts muff every where abound. 

Be eafy, pleafant, folid, and profound : 

Tq thefe you muff furpnfing touches join. 

And fhow us a new wonder in each line ; 

That all, in a juft method well-defign'd. 

May leave a ffrong impreflion in the mincL 
I'hefe arc the arts -that tragedy maintain ; 
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The E P I C. 

Bat the Heroic claims a loftier ftrain. 

In the narration of foire great defign, 

In\ention, art, and fable, all muft join : 

Here Mion muft employ its utmofl: grace ; 

All mull alTume a body, mmd, and face : 

Each virtue a divinity is feen ; 

Prudence is Pallas, beauty Paphps’ queen. 

^Tis not a cloud from whence fwift lightnings fy • 

But Jupiter, that thunders from the fky • 

Nor a rough Horm that gi\ es the failor pain ; 

But angry Neptune plowing up the main: 

Echo’s no more an empty any found ; 

But a fair nymph that weeps her lover drown’d. 

Thus in the endlefs treafuie of his mmd. 

The poet does a thoiifand figures find. 

Around the work his ornaments he pours. 

And firow s with lai ifh hand his opening flowers, 

^Tis not a w'onder if a tempeft bore 
The Trojan fleet againfl the Libyan Ihore ; 

From faithlefs foitune this is no furprize. 

For eveiy day ’cis common to our e}es ; 

But angry Juno, tliat Ihe might deftroy. 

And overwhelm the reft of ruin’d Troy ; 

That iSoIus w ith the fierce goddefs join’d. 

Open’d the hollow^ pnlons of the wind ; 

Till angry Neptune looking o’er the main. 

Rebukes the ternpeft, calms the waves again, 

Thexr \eflels from the dangerous quickfands fteers ; 

Thefe are the ^''arings that mo'.e our hopes and. fears; 

U 3 Without 
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Without thcfe ornaments before our eyes, 

Th* unfinew’d poem languifhes and dies : 

Your poet in his art will alwajs fail. 

And tell you but a dull inlipid tale* 

In vain have our miliaken authors try"d 
To lay thefe ancient ornaments alide. 

Thinking our God, and prophets that he lent. 

Might adt like thcfe the poets did im ent, 

To/ fright poor readers in each line with hell. 

And talk of Satan, Alhtaroth, and Bel ; 

The myfteries which Chriftlans muft believe, 

Difdain fuch Ihifting pageants to receiv'e : 

The gofpel offers nothing to our thoughts 
JBut penitence, or punilhment for faults , 

And mingling falfehoods with thofe myHeries, 

Would make our facred truths appear like lies, 

Belides, what pleafute can it be to hear 
The bowlings of repining Lucifer, 

Whofe rage at your imagin'd hero flies. 

And oft with God himfelf dilputes the prize? 

Taffo you '11 fay has done it with applaufe ? 

It is not here I mean to judge his caulc : 

Yet though our age has fo extoll’d his name. 

His works had never gam'd immortal fame. 

If holy Godfrey in his ecftalics 
Had only conquer'd Satan on his knees ; 

If Tancred and Armida's plealing form 
Did not his melancholy theme adorn* 

*Tis not, that chriftian poems ought to be 
Fiird with the fidtions of idolatry ; 

Bat 
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But in a common fubjeft to rcjeft 
The gods, and heathen ornaments negled 5 
To banilh Tritons who the feas invade. 

To take Pan’s whittle, or the Fates degrade. 

To hinder Charon in his leaky boat 
To pafs the fhepherd with the man of note. 

Is with vain fcruples to difturb your mind. 

And fearch perfe^iion you can never find ; 

As well they may forbid us to prefent 
Prudence or Juftice for an ornament. 

To paint old Janus with his front of brafs, 

And take from Time his fey the, his wings and glafs. 
And every where, as ’twere idolatry, 

Banifti defenptions from our poetry. 

Leave them their pious follies to purfue; 

But let our reafon fuch vam fears fuhdue; 

And let us not, amongft our vanities. 

Of the true God create a God of lies. 

In fable we a thoufand pleafures fee. 

And the fmooth names feem made for poetry; 

As He^lor, Alexander, Helen, Phyllis, 

Ulyfles, Agamemnon, and Achilles: 

In fuch a crowd, the poet were to blame 
To chufe king Chilperic for his heroes name. 
Sometimes the name being well or ill apply'd, 

Will the whole fortune of your work decide-. 

Would you your reader never ftiould be tir’d ? 

Chufe fome gieat hero, fit to be admir’d ; 

In courage fignal, and in virtue bright, 

Let e’en his very failings give delight ; 

U 4 Let 
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Let his great aQ:ions our attention bind. 

Like Caefar, or like Scipio, frame his mind. 

And not like Oedipus his perjur’d race ; 

A common conqueror is a theme too bafe. 

Chufe not your tale of accidents too full ; 

Too much variety may make* it dull : 

Achilles’ rage alone, when wrought with Ikill, 
Abundantly does a whole Iliad fill* 

Ee your narrations lively, ihort, and finart 5 
In your dcfcriptions Ihow your noblell art : 

There ’tis your poetry may be employ’d : 

Yet you muft trivial accidents avoid. 

Nor imitate that fool, who, to defcribe 
The wondrous marches of the chofen tribe. 

Plac’d on the fides to fee their armies pafs. 

The fijfhes fiaring though tte liquid glais ; 
Defcrib’d a child,' who, with his little hand. 
Pick’d up the fnining pebbles from the land. 

Such objeds are too mean to Iby our fight j 
Allow your work a juft and nobler flight. 

Be your beginning plain j and take good hee * 

Too foon you mount not on the airy fteed ; 

Nor tpll your reader in a thundering verfe, 

** I fing tlie conqueror of the univerfe.” 

What can an author after this produce ? , 

The labouring mountain muft bring forth a moufe* 
Much better are we pleas’d with his addrefs. 

Who, without making fuch raft promifes. 

Says, in an eafier ftyie and plainer fenfe, 

** I iing the combats of that pious prince 
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« Who from the Phrygian coaft his armies borCa, 
And landed firfl: on the Laviman fhore.*' 

His opening Mufe fets not the world on fire. 

And yet performs more than we can require ; 
Quickly you '11 hear him celebrate the fame 
And future glory of the Roman name ; 

Of Styx and Acheron defenbe the floods. 

And Csfar's wandering m th' Elyfian woods r 
With figures numberlefs his ftory grace. 

And every thing in beauteous colours trace. 

At once you may be pleafing and fublime s 
I hate a heavy melancholy rhymer 
I'd rather read Orlando's comic tale. 

Than a dull author always ftiif and flale. 

Who thinks himfelf diftionour'd in his ftyle,^ 

If on his works the graces do but fmile. 

^Tis faid, that Homer, matchlefs in his art. 
Stole Venus’ giidle to engage the heart : 

His vv^orks indeed vaft treafures do unfold. 

And whatfoe'er he touches turns to gold : 

All m his bands new beauty docs acquire ; 

He always pleafes, and can never tire, 

A happy warmth he every where may boafl:;. 
Nor is he in too long digrefiions loft : 

His verfes without rule a method find. 

And of themfclves appear in order join'd t 
All without trouble anfvveis his intent; 

Each fyllable is tending to th' event. 

Let his example your endeavours raife: 

To love his writings is a kii^d of praife^ 
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A poem, where we all peri^ons find. 

Is not the work of a fantafiic mind : 

There muft be care, and time, and Ikill, and paini j 
Not the firfi heat of unexperienc'd brains. 

Yet fometimes artlefe poets, when the rage 
Of a warm fancy does their minds engage. 

Puff'd with vain pride, prefume tliey underfland. 
And boldly take the trumpet in their hand ; 

Their fuftian Mufe each accident confounds } 

Nor can fhe fiy, but rife by leaps and bounds. 

Till, their fmall ffock of learning quickly fpent. 
Their poem dies for want of nouriihment. 

In vain mankind the hot-brain'd fool decries. 

No branding ceaDufares cam unveil his eyes ; 

With impudence the laurel they invade, 

Kefolv’d to like the monfters they have made, 
"Virgil, compar'd to them, is flat and dry ; 

And Homer underftood ^ot poetry : 

Againft their merit if this age rebel. 

To future times for juftice they appeal. 

But waiting tUl mankind fhall do them right. 

And bring their works triumphantly to light ; 
Negledied heaps we in bye-corners lay, 

"Where they become to worms and moths a preyi 
Forgot, in dull: and cobwebs let them reft, 

"Whilft we return from whence we firft digreft. 

The great fuccefs which tragic writers found. 

In Athens firft the comedy renown'd, 

Th' abufive Grecian there by pleafing ways, 
Dilpcrs'd his natural malice in his plays ; 
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Wifdom and virtue, honour, wit, and 
Were fubjeft to buffooning infolence : 

Poets were publicly approv’d, and fought, 

That vice extoll’d, and virtue fet at nought I 
A Socrates hirafelf, in that loofe age. 

Was made the paftime of a fcoffing ftage. 

At laft the public took m hand the caufe, 

And cur’d this madnefs by the power of laws 5 
Forbad at any time, or any place. 

To name the perfon, or defcribe the face. 

The ftage its ancient fury thus let fall. 

And comedy diverted without gall : 

By mild reproofs recover’d minds difeas’d. 

And fparing perfons innocently pleas’d. 

Each one was nicely Ihewn in this new glafs. 
And fmil’d to think he was not meant the afs : 

A miier oft would laugh at firft, to find 
A faithful draught of his own fordid mind ; 

And fops were with fuch care and cunning writ. 
They lik’d the piece for which themfelves did lit. 
You then that would the comic laurels wear. 

To ftudy nature be your only care : 

Whoe’er knows man, and by a curious art 
Difcerns the hidden fecrets of the heart j 
He who obferves, and naturally can paint 
The jealous fool, the fawning fycophant, 

A fober wit, an enterpnfing afs, 

A humorous Otter, or a Hudibras ; 

May fafely in tliofe noble lifts engage. 
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Strive to be natural in all yen write. 

And paint with colours that may plcafe the fights 
Nature in various figures does abound; 

And in each mind aie dilFcrent humours founds 
A glance, a touch, difeovers to the wife. 

But every man has not difcerning eyes. 
All-changing time does alfo change the mmd 
And different ages different pleafurcs find : 

Youth, hot and furious, cannot brook delay,. 

By flattering vice is eafily led away ; 

Vain in difcourfe, inconflant in dcfire. 

In cenfure, rafli ; in pleafures, all on fire. 

The manly age does Headier thoughts enjoy; 

Power and ambition do his foul employ ; 

Againft the turns of fate he lets his mind j 
And by the paft the future hopes to find. 

Decrepit age ffill adding to his ftoies. 

For others heaps the treafure he adores. 

In all his a^ibons keeps a frozen pace. 

Faff times extols, the prefent to debafe ; 

Incapable of pleafures youth abufe. 

In others blames what age docs him refufe. 

Your a<flois muff by reafon be control’d ; 

Let young men fpeak like young, old men like old :: 
Obferve the town, and ffudy well the court : 

For thither various charaflers refort : 

Thus 'twas great Jonfon purchas’d his renown. 

And in his ar.t had borne away the crown; 

If, Icfs defirous of the people’s praife. 

He had not with low farce debas’d his plays ; 
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Mixing dull bufFoonry with wit refin'd. 

And Harlequin with noble Terence join'd* 
When in the Fox I fee the tortoife hift, 

I lofe tne author of the Akhennft. 

The comic wit, born with a fmiiing air. 

Mull: tragic grief and pompous verfe forbear | 
Yet mav he not, as on a market-place, 

Witn baudy jcfls amufe the populace . 

With well-bred conveifation you mufl pleafe. 
And your intrigue urravei'd be with eafe : 

Your adficn ihll fhould reafon's rules obey. 

Nor in an empty feene may lofe its way. 

Your humble ilyle mull fometimes gently life? 
And your difcourfc fententious be, and wife : 
The paTions mufl: to nature be confin'd ; 

And fccnes to feenes with aitful weaving join'd. 
Your wit mull not unfeafonably play , 

Bat folic w bus'nefs, ne/er lead the way* 

Obferve how Terence does this error fliun ; 

A careful father chides his amorous fon : 

Then fee that fon, whom no advice can move. 
Forget thofe orders, and purfue his loi e : 

^Tis not a well-drawn picture we ddfeover; 

’Tis a true fon, a father, and a lover. 

I like an author that reforms the age. 

And l^ecps the right decorum of the ftage ; 

Tnat ahiays pleafes by |ufi: reafon's rule i 
But for a tedious drolk a quibbling fool. 

Who with low naufeous baudry fills his plays; 
Let lum be gone, and on tw'O tieilds raifc 
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Some Smithfield ftage, where he may ad his pranks* 
And make Jack-Puddings fpeak to mountebanks* 

CANTO IV. 

I N Florence dwelt a dodor of renown. 

The fcourge of God, and terror of the town. 
Who all the cant of phyfic had by heart. 

And never murder'd but by rules of art* 

The public mifchief was his private gain ; 
Children their flaughter'd parents fought in vain : • 
A brother here his poifon'd brother wept ; 

Some bloodlefs dy'd, and fomc by opium llept. 
Colds, at his prefence, would to frenzies turn j 
And agues, like malignant fevers, burn. 

Hated, at laft, his pradice gives him o'er; 

One friend, unkill'd by drugs, of all his flore. 

In his new country-houfe affords him place ; 

*Twas a rich abbot, and a building aft ; 

Here foil the dodor's talent came in play. 

He feems infpir'd, and talks like Wren or May : 
Of this new portico condemns the face. 

And turns the entrance to a better place ; 

Defigns the ftair-cafe at the other end. 

His friend approves, docs for his mafon fend. 

He comes ; die dodor's arguments prevail* 

In fhort, to £nilh this our humorous tale. 

He Galen’s dangerous fcience does rejed. 

And from ill dodor turns good archited. 

In this* example we may have our part ; 

Rather be mafon, 'tis a ufcful art I 
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Than a dull poet ; for that trade accurft. 

Admits no mean betwixt the beft and worft* 

In other fciences, without difgrace, 

A candidate may fill a fecond place ; 

But poetry no medium can admit. 

No reader fuffers an indifferent wit : 

The ruin’d ftationers againft him haul. 

And Herringham degrades him from his flail. 
Burlefque, at leaf:, our laughter may excite : 

But a cold writer never can delight. 

The Counter-Scuffle has more wit and art. 

Than the ftiff formal ftyle of Gondibert. 

Be not affected with that empty praife 
Which your vain flatterers will fometimes raife. 
And when you read, with ecftacy will fay, 

« The finifh’d piece I the admirable play V* 
Which, when expos’d to cenfure and to light. 
Cannot endure a critic’s piercing fight. 

A hundred authors fates have been foretold. 

And Shadwell’s works are printed, but not fold. 
Hear all the world ; confider every thought 5 
A fool by chance may ftumble on a fault : 

Yet, when Apollo does your Mufe infpire. 

Be not impatient to expofe your fire ; 

Nor imitate the Settles of our times, 

Thofe tuneful readers of their own dull rhymes. 
Who feize on all th’ acquaintance they can meetj 
And flop the pafiengers that walk the flreet : 
There is no fandluary }^ou can chufe 
For a defence from ihcir purfuing Mufe* 
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I Ve faid before, be patient when they blame; 

To alter for the better, is no fhame. 

Yet yield not to a fool’s impertinence : 

Sometimes conceited fceptics, void of fcnfe. 

By their falfe talle condemn fome iinifh’d part. 

And blame the noblell flights of wit and art. 

In vain their fond opinions you deride. 

With thtir lov’d follies they are fatisfy’d ; 

And their weak judgment, void of fenfe and light. 
Thinks nothing can efcape their feeble light : 

Their dangerous oounfcis do not cure, but wound ; 

To fhun the ftorm, they run your verfe aground. 
And, thinking to efcape a rock, are drown’d* 

Chufe a fure judge to cenfure what you write, 

Whofe reafon leads, and knowledge gives you light, 
Whofe Heady hand will prove your faithful guide. 
And touch the darling follies you would hide • 

He, in your doubts, will carefully advife. 

And clear the mift before your feeble eyes. 

^Tis he will tell you, to what noble height 
A generous Mufe may fometimes take her flight j 
When too much fetter’d with the rules of art. 

May from her ftrider bounds and limits part z 
But fuch a perfe6: judge is hard to fee. 

And every rhymer knows not poetry ; 

Nay fome there are, for writing lerfe extoH’d, 

Who know not Lucan’s drofs from Virgil’s gold. 

Would you in this great art acquire renown ? 
Authors, obfen^e the rules I here lay down. 

U 
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In prudent lelTons every uhere abound ; 

With pleafant join the ufeful and the found : 
A fober leader a vain tale flight ; 

He fceks as v, ell inftruilion as delight. 

Let ail your thoughts to virtue be confin'd. 
Still ofreiing nobler figures to our mind . 

I like not thofe ioofe ■writers who employ 
Their guilty Mufe, good manners to deftroy ; 
Who with faife colours ftill deceive our eyes. 
And fliow us vice drefs'd m a fair difguife. 
Yet do I not their fullen Mufe approie. 

Who from all modeft writings banifh lore ; 
That ftnp the piay-houfe of its chief intugac. 
And make a murderer of Rodengue : 

The Iighteft love, if decently exprefl. 

Will laife no vicious motions in oui breafl. 
Didio in vam may weep, and alk relief ; 

I blame her folly, whilfi: I fliare her grief. 

A virtuous author, in his charming art. 

To pleafe the fenfe needs not corrupt the heart : 
His heat will never caufe a guilty fire ; 

To follow virtue then be youi defire. 

In vain your art and vigoui aie exprefl; 

Th' obfeene exprelfion fliows th' infe<fted breafl* 
But above all bafe jealoufies avoid. 

In which detradiing poets are employ'd. 

A noble wit dares liberally contend ; 

And fcorns to grudge at his deferving friend. 
Bafe rivals, who true wit and merit hate. 
Caballing flili agamft it wjth the gteat^ 

VoL. XVIIL X 


30J 





$06 DRYDEN’S POEMS, 

MaHcioufiy afpire to gain renown. 

By Handing up, and pulling others down. 

Never debafe yourfelf by treacherous ways. 

Nor by fuch abje6: methods feek for praife : 

Let not your only bufinefs be to write , 

Be virtuous, juH, and in >cur friends delight, 
not enough your poems be admlfd , 

But flrive your converfation be defir’d : 

Write for immortal fame ; nor ever chufe 
Gold foi the obje<H of a generous Mufe. 

I know a noble wit may, without crime. 

Receive a lawful tribute for his time : 

Yet I abhor thofe writers, who defpife 
Their honour; and alone thcii profits prize; 

Who their Apollo bafely will degrade. 

And of a noble fcience make a tiade. 

Before kind reafon did her light difplay. 

And govern ioent taught mortals to obey. 

Men, like wild bealls, did nature's laws purfue. 

They fed on herbs, and drink from ri\eis drew 
Their brutal force, on luft and lapine bent. 
Committed murder without puniftimcnt : 

Reafon at lad, by her all- conquering aits. 

Reduc'd thefe favages, and turn'd their hearts ; 
Mankind from bogs, and woods, and caverns calls. 
And towns and cines foitxfies w ith u alls ; 

Thus feay of juftice m ide pioud rapine ccafe. 

And fhelter'd innocence by laws and peace. 

Thefe benefits from poets we rcceiv d. 

From whence are rais'd thofe fnStions fmee believ'd. 

That 
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That Orpheus, by his foft harmonious ftrains. 

Tam’d the fierce tigers of the Thracian plains ; 
Amphion’s notes, by their melodious pov^ ers, 

Diew rocks and woods, and rais’d the Theban towers 5 
Thefe miracles from numbers did aiife : 

Since which, in verfe heaven taught his myfteries. 

And by a pi left, pofiefi’d with rage divine, 

Apoilo fpoke from his piophetic ftirine. 

Soon after Homer the old heroes prais’d. 

And noble minds by gieat examples rais’d ; 

Then Hefiod did ins Grecian fwains incline 
To till the fields, and prune the bounteous vine. 

Thus ufeful lules were by the poets aid. 

In eafy numbers to rude men convey’d. 

And pleafingly their precepts did impart ; 

Firft charm’d the ear, and then engag’d the heart : 

The Mufes thus their reputation rais’d. 

And with juft gratitude in Greece were prais’d. 

With pleafure mortals did their wonders fee, 

And facnfic’d to- their divinity; 

But want, at laft, bafe flattery entertain’d. 

And old Parnafibs with this vice was ftam'd r 
Defire of gain dazzling the poets eyes. 

Their works were fill’d with fulfome flatteriei. 

Thus needy wuts a vile levenue made. 

And verfe became a mercenary trade. 

Debafe not with fo mean a vice thy art 
If gold inuft be the idol of thy heart. 

Fly, fly th’ unfruitful Heliconian ftrand,. 

Thofe ftreams are not mrich’d with golden fand : 
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Great wits, well as warriors, only gain 
Laurels and honours for their toil aiid pain: 

But wliat ? an author cannot live on lame. 

Or pay a reckoning with a lofty name : 

A poet to whom fortune is unkind, 

“Who when he goes to bed Ik's haidly din^d; 

liftle pieafure 1 1 t'amadua' dreams. 

Or rcliihes the Heliconian ilrcanis. 

Horace had eafe and plenty 'v hen he writ. 

And, free from caies for money or for meat. 
Did not expc<fl his dinner from his wit. ^ 

^Tis true ; but verfe is cheriih'd by the great. 
And now none famifli who defeite to eat: 

What can wc fear, when virtue, arts, and fenfe, 
Kcceue the liars propitious influcnci. ; 

When a Ihaip-fghted prince, by early grants. 
Rewards your merits, and prevents your wantsf 
Sing then bis glory, celebrate his lame; 

Your noblell theme is his immortal name. 

Let mighty Spenfer raife his reverend head, 
Cowley and Denham Hart up from the dead ; 
Waller his &ge renew, and oSenngs bring. 

Our monarch’s prmfe let biight-ey’d virgins fiiig 
Let Drydfen with new rules our Hage refine. 

And his great models form by this defign ; 

But where ’s a fecond Virgil to rcheaife 
Our hero’s glories in his epic verfe ? 

What Orpheus iing his triumphs o’er the mam. 
And make the hills and forells move again , 
Shew his bold fleet on the Bata/ian Ihore, 

And 'Holland trembling as hfc cannons roar ; 
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Paint Euiope’s balance in his Ready hand, 

Whilft the two worlds in cxpedation Rand 
Of peace or war, that \\ ait on his command ? 

But as I fpeak new glories Rrikc my eyes. 

Glories, which hea\en itfelf does gi\e, and prize, 
Blciiliigs of peace , that with their milder rays 
Adorn his leign, and bring Saturnian days : 

Now let rebellion, difcord, vice, and rage. 

That have in patriots forms debauch’d our age, 

Va iilh with all the minillers of hell : 

Ills rays their poifonous vapours fhall difpeli 
*Tis he alone our fafety did create. 

His own firm foul fecur’d the nation’s fate. 

Oppos’d to all the Bout’feu’s of the Rate, 

Authors, foi him your great endeavours raife ; 

The loftieR numbers will but reach his praife,. 

For me, whofe verfe in fatiie has been bred,. 

And never durft heroic meafures tread ; 

Yet you fhall fee me, in that famous field. 

With eyes and voice, ray beR affiRance yield ; 

Offer your lefTons, that my infant Mufe 
Learnt, when Ihe Horace for her guide did chufer 
Second your zeal with wifhes, heart, and eyes. 

And afar hold up the glorious piize. 

But pardon too, if, zealous for the right, 

A Rn£l: obfen ei of each noble flight. 

From the fine gold I feparate the allay. 

And fhaw how haRy writers foraetiracb Rray : 

Aptcr to blame, than knowing how to mend 5, 

A fharp, but yet a necefiary friend. 

Xd 
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THRENODIA AUGUSTALIS: 

A FUNERAL PINDARIC POEM, SACRED TO THE 
HAPPY MEMORY OF KING CHARLES II, 


L 

T hus long my grief has kept me dnmb; 

Sure there 's a lethaigy in mighty woe. 

Tears ftand congeard, and cannot flow ; 

And the fad foul retires into her inmofl room ; 

Tears, for a ftroke forefeen, afford relief, 

But, unprovided for a fudden blow. 

Like Niobe we marble grow; 

And petrify w^th grief# 

Our Britifh heaven was all ferene. 

No threatening cloud was nigh, 

Not the leafle wrinkle to deform the fky; 

We liv’d as unconcern’d and happily 
As the firft age in nature’s golden feene ; 

Supine amidft our flowing ftore, 

We flept fecurely, and we dreamt of more : 

When fuddenly the thunder-clap was heard. 

It took us unprepar’d and out of guard. 

Already Jofl: befoie wc fear’d. 

Th’ amazing news of Charles at once were fpread> 

At once the geneial voice dcclarM, 

Out gracious prince was dead/' 

No licknefs known before, no flow difeafe. 

To foften grief by juft degrees. 

But like an hurricane on Indian feas. 

The 
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The tempeft rofe ; 

An unexpeded burft of woes : 

* %Vith fcarce a breathing fpace betwixt. 

This now becalm’d, and peiiihing the iiext» 

As if great Atlas from his height 
Should hnk beneath his heavenly weight. 

And with a mighty flaw, the flaming wall 
As once it fliall. 

Should gape iramenfe, and rufhing down, overwhelm 
this nether ball , 

So fwift and fo furprifing was our fear : 

Our Atlas fell indeed, but Hercules was near* 

II. 

His pious brother, fure the heft 
Who ever bore that name. 

Was newly rifen from his reft. 

And, with a fervent flame. 

His ufual morning vows had juft addreft 
For his dear fovereign’s health ; 

And hop’d to have them heard. 

In long increafe of years. 

In honour, fame, and wealth: 

Guiltlefs of greatnefs thus he always pray'd^ 

Nor knew nor wilh'd thofe vows he made. 

On his own head fliould be repay’d. 

Soon as th’ ill-omen’d rumour reach'd his ear, 

111 news is wing’d with fate, and flies a|uce. 

Who can defcribe tli' amazement of his face! 

Horror in all his pomp was theic, 

J^ute and magnificent without a tear: 

And then the hero firft was feen to fear, 

X4 
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Half unarray’d he ran to his relief. 

So hafty and fo artlefs was his grief : 

Approaching greatnefs met him with her cliarim “ 

Of power and future flate ; 

But look’d fo ghaftly in a brother’s fate, 

^ He fliook her from his arms. 

Arriv’d within the mournful room, he fiw 
A wild diftraftion, void of awe, 

^And arbitrary grief imboimdcd by a law. 

God’s image, God’s anointed, lay 
Without motion, pul/e, or breath, 

A fcnfelcfs lump of facrcvi clay. 

An image now of death. 

Amidll his fad attendants groans and cries. 

The lines of that ador’d forgiving face, 

Hiilortcd from their native grace ; 

An iron flnnibcr fat on his majeftic eyes. 

The pious Di»ke— Forbear audacious Mufe ! * 

No terms thy feeble art can ufe** 

Are able to adorn vaft a woe : 

The grief of all the reft like fubje£l:-gricf did ihow^ 
His like a fovereign did tranfeend ; 

No wife, no brother, fuch a grief could know. 

Nor any name but friend. 

ill. 

O wondrous changes of a fatal feene. 

Still varying to the laft I 

Heaven, though its hard decree was paft. 

Seem’d pointing to a gracious turn again ; 

And death’s uplifted arm arrefted iri its hafte. 

Heaven 
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Heaven half repented of the doom, 

.And almoft griev'd it had forefeen, 

• What by forefight it will'd eternally to corner, 

Jdercy above did hourly plead 
For her refemblaiice here below ; 

And mild forgivenefs inteiccde 
To flop the coming blow. 

New miracles approach'd th' etherial throne. 

Such as his wondrous life had oft and lately known> 
^nd urg’d that Hill they might be jQiovvn. 

On earth his pious brother pray'd and vow'd,. 

Renouncing greatnefs at fo dear a rate, 

Himfelf defending what he could. 

From all the glories of his future fate. 

With him th' innumerable crowd. 

Of aimed prayers 

Knocked at the gates of heaven, and knock'd aloud ; 

The firft well-meamng rude petitioners. 

All for his life alTail'd the thione. 

All would have brib'd the %ies b> offering ap theii owiib 
So gieat a throng not heaien s-tfelf could bai , 

*Twas almoft borne by force as in the giants' war. 

The prayeis at leaft for his reprie\e weie iieard j 
His death, like Hezekiah’s, was deferr'd; 

Agamft the fun the fhadow'- went , 

Five days, thofe five dcgiees, yveie lent 
To form our patience and prcpaie th' cvenu 
The fccond caufes took the fwift command. 

The medicinal head, the ready hand. 


Ai! 
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All eager to perform their part; 

All but eternal doom was conquer’d hy their art: 
Once more the fleeting foul came back 
T’ infpire the mortal frame ; 

And in the body took a doubtful Hand, 

Doubtful and hovering like expiring flame. 

That mounts and falls by turns, and trembles o’er the 
brand. 

IV. 

The joyful ftiort-Kv’d news foon fpread around. 

Took the fame train, the fame impetuous bound : 

The drooping town in fmiles again was drefl, 
Okdnefs in every face expreft. 

Their eyes before their tongues confefl. 

Men met each other with ereded look. 

The fteps were higher that they took. 

Friends to congratulate their friends made hafle; 

And long-inveterate foes fainted as they pail : 

Above the reft heroic James appear’d 
Exalted more, becaufe he more had fear’d : 

His manly heart, whofe noble pride 
Was ftill above 

Diflfembled hate or varnifh’d love. 

Its more than common tranfport could not hide ; 

But like an eagre rode in triumph o’er the tide* 

Thus, in alternate courfe. 

The tyrant pafllons, hope and fear. 

Did in extremes appear. 

And flalh’d upon the foul with equal force* 
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Thus, at half ebb, a rolling fea 
Returns and wins upon the fhore ; 

The watery herd, alfrightcd at the roar. 

Reft on their fins a while, and ftay. 

Then backward take then wondeiing way c 
The prophet wonders more than they. 

At prodigies bnt rarely feen before. 

And ciies, a king muft fall, or kingdoms change their 
fway. 

Such were our counter-tides at land, and fo 
Prefaging of the fatal blow. 

In their prodigious ebb and flow* 

The royal foul, that, like the labouring moon. 

By charms of art was hurried down. 

Forc’d with regret to leave her nathe Iphere, 

Came but a while on liking here ; 

Soon weary of the painful ftrife. 

And made but faint eflays of life: 

And evening light 
Soon ftiut in night : 

A ftrong diftemper, and a weak relief. 

Short intervals of joy, and long returns of grief, 

V. 

The fons of art all medicines try’d. 

And every noble remedy apply’d ; 

With emulation each eflay’d 

His utmoft Ikill, nay more, they pray’d : 

Never was lofing game with better condud pia)^’d. 
Death never w^on a ftake with greater toil. 

Nor ere was fate fo near a foil : 


But 
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But like a fortrofs on a rock, 

TO impregnable difeafe their vain attempts did mod 
They min'd it near, they batter'd from afar 
With all the cannon of the medicinal war; 

No gentle means could be cffay'd, 

'Twas beyond parly when the fiege was laid t 
Th' ektremeit ways they firft ordain, 

Prefcnbing fuch intolerable pain. 

As none but Caefar could fuilain : 

Undaunted Caefar underwent 

The malice of their art, nor bent 

Beneath whate’er their pious rigour could invent t 

In five ftich days he fuifer’d more 

Than any fuifer’d in his reign before; 

More, infinitely more, than he, 

Againfl the worfi: of rebels,, could decree, 

A traitor or twice-pardon’d enemy. 

Now art was tir’d without fiiccefs. 

No racks could make the ftubborn malady confefb. 
The vain infurancers of life. 

And he who moft perform’d and promis’d lefs, 

Ev’n Short himielf forfook th’ unequal ftiife. 

Death and defpair were in their looks. 

No longer they confult their memories or books 
Like helplefs fnends, who view from fhore 
The labouring fhip, and hear the tempeft roar j 
So ftood they with their arms acrofs ; 

Not to affift, but to deploie 
Th’ inevitable lofb. 


VL Death. 
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Death was denounc’d ; thax fiightful found 
Which ev’n the belt can hardly bear. 

He took the fammons \ oid of fear ; 

And uBCorscern’dly caft his eyes around ; 

As if to find and dare the gxieily challenger* 

What death could do he lately ti}"*d. 

When in four days he more than dy’d* 

The fame allurance all his woids did giace : 

The fame majeftic mildnefs held its place ; 

Nor loll the monarch in his dying face. 

Intiepid, pious, merciful, and brave. 

He look’d as when he conquer’d and forgave* 

VII. 

As if fome angel had been fent 
To lengthen o.it his government. 

And to foretel as many years again. 

As he had number’d in his happy reign. 

So chearfully he took the doom 
Of his departing breath; 

Nor Ihiunk nor llept afide for death 4 
Eut with unalter’d pace kept on ; 

Providing for events to come. 

When he lefign’d the throne. 

Still he maintam’d his kingly llatc^ 

And grew familiar with his fite. 

Kind, good, and gracious, tothelall. 

On all he lov’d before his dying beams he ca^ : 

Oh truly good, and tiuly great, 

Eoc glorious as he rofe benignly fo he feti 

All 
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All that on earth he held moli: dear> 

He recommended to his care,, 

To whom both heaven^ 

The right had givea 

And his own love bequeath\i Aipreme command : 

He took and preffc that ever lojal hand. 

Which could in peace fecure hi3 reign. 

Which could in wars his power maintain. 

That hand on which no plighted vows were ever vaina. 
Well, for fo great a truft he chofe 
A piince who never difobcy*d : 

Not when the moll fevere commands were laid 
Nor want, nor exile, with his duty weigh'd : 

A prince on whom, if heaven its eyes could clofe,, 
The welfaie of the woild it fafely might rcpofe,H 
VUI. 

That king who liv'd to God's own hearty 
Yet lefs ferenely died than he ; 

Charles left behind no har(h decree 
Yox fchoolmen with laborious art 
To falve from cruelty : 

Thofe, for whom love could no excufes frame,. 

He gracioufly forgot to name. 

Thus far my Mufe, though rudely, has defign'd 
Some faint refemblance oi his godlike mind . 

But neither pen nor pencil can exprefs 
The parting brothers' tendernefs : 

Though that 's a term too mean and low ; 

The Weft above a kinder word may know : 


But 
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But what they did, and what they faid. 

The monarch who triumphant went. 

The militant who ftaid. 

Like painters, when their heightening arts are fpentj^, 

I caft into a lhade. 

That all-forgivmg king. 

The type o£ him above. 

That unexhaulled ipring 
Of clemency and love ; 

Himfelf to his next felf accusM, 

And alk’d that pardon which he ne’er refus’d ; 

For faults not his, for guilt and crimes 
Of godlefs men, and of rebellious times : 

For an hard exile, kindly meant. 

When his ungrateful countiy fent 
Their bell Camillus into banifhment: 

And forc’d their fovereign’s adt, they could not Li$ 
confent. 

Oh how much rather had that injur'd chief 
Repeated all his fufferings pall ^ 

Than hear a pardon begg’d at laft. 

Which given could give the dying no relief : 

He bent, he funk beneath his grief ; 

His dauntlefs heart would fain have held 
From weeping, but his eyes lebell’d. 

Perhaps the godlike hero in his breaft 
Difdain*d, or was afham’d to fhow 
So weak, fo womanifh a woe. 

Which yet the brother and the friend fo plenteoulljr 
confect.. 


1 X> Amidil 
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IX. 

AmidH that filent Ihower, the ro} al mind 
An eafy pafTage found. 

And left its facred earth behind : 

Nor murmuring groan e\pieli, nor labouiing found. 
Nor any tumultuous breath ; 

Calm was his life, and quiet was his death. 

Soft as thofe gentle whifpers were. 

In which th’ Almighty did appear; 

By the ftill i oicc the prophet knew him there. 

That peace which made thy profperous reign to iliinc. 
That peace thou Ica\ 'ft to thy impeual hue. 

That peace, oh happy ihade, be e\er thine! 

X. 

For all thofe joys thy reftoration brought. 

For all the miiacles it wrought, 

For^ill tlifi healing balm thy mercy pour’d 
Into the nation’s bleeding wound. 

And care that after kept it found, 

For numerous bleftlngs } early fhower’d. 

And property with plenty crown’d ; 

For freedom, ftill maintain'd alive. 

Freedom which in no other land will thrive, 
Freedom, an Engliih fubjed’s foie prerogative. 
Without whofe charms even peace would be 
But a dull quiet flavery . 

For thefe and more, accept our pious praife ; 

* ris all the fubfidy 
The prefent age can raife, 

*2 he left is chaig'd on late poftenty. 


Pofteiity 
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Pcfterity is charged the more, 

.Becaufe the large abounding ftore 
To them and to their heirs, is flill entaird by thee* 
Succeilion of a long defcent 
Which chaflely in the channels ran. 

And from our demi gods began. 

Equal almoft to time in its extent. 

Through hazaids numberlefs and great. 

Thou haft deiiv'd this mighty bleiTaig down, 

And fixt the fail eft gem that dcc^s th' itnpeiial cio\tn 
Not fadion, when it {hook thy legal feat. 

Not fenates, infolcntly loud, 

Thofe echoes of a thoughtiefs crowd. 

Not foreign or domeftic treacheiy. 

Could warp thy foul to then unjuft decice. 

So much thy foes thy manly mind miftook, 

W ho judg’d It by the mildnefs of thy look * 

Like a well-tempei’d fword it bent at will 5 
But kept the native toughnefs of the fteek 
XI. 

Be true, O Clio, to thy hero’s name I 
But draw him ftruftly fo. 

That all who view , the piece may know ; 

He needs ho trappings ot fiditious fame , 

The load ’s too w eighty : diou maj ’ft chufe 
Some paits of piaiie, and fome refufe: 

Write, that his annals may be thought more lavifli thart 
the Mufe, 

In fcanty truth thou haft confin’d 
The vutues of a 10} al mmd, 

Forghing, boimtcou:, humble, jail, and ki nl , 

VoL. XVHL y IIi= 
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His converfation, wit, and parts. 

His knowledge in the noblell ufeful arts. 

Were fuch, dead authors could not gi\e; 

But habitudes of thofe who live ; 

Who, lighting him, did greater lights rccciie; 
Pie drain’d fiom ail, and all they knew ; 

His appiehenfion quick, liis judgment true : 

That the mod learn’d, ith fhame, confefs 
His knowledge more, his reading only lefs. 

XII. 

Amidft £he peaceful triumphs of his reign. 
What wonder if the kindly beams he fhed. 
Reviv’d the drooping arts again. 

If fcience rais’d her head. 

And foft humanity that from rebellion fled ? 

Our ifle, indeed, too fruitful was before; 

But all uncultivated lay 

Out of the folar walk and heaven’s high way; 

With rank Geneva weeds run o’er. 

And cockle, at the bed, amidd the corn it bore : 
The ro} al hudjandman appear’d. 

And plough’d, and fow’d, and till’d, 

Ihe thorns he rooted out the rubbifh clear’d. 
And blefs’d th’ obedient field. 

When drait a double haivelt lofe ; 

Such as the fwarthy Indian mows; 

Or happier climates near the line, 

Orparadife manur'd and dred by hand^.divine# 


XIII. A« 
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As when the new-born phoenix takes his way, 

THis rich paternal regions to furvey. 

Of airy chorifters a numerous tram 
Attend his wondrous progrefs o’er the plain ; 

So, riling fiom his fathei’s um. 

So glorious did our Charles return ; 

Th’ officious Mufes came along, 

A gay harmonious quire like angels ever young : 
TheMufe that mourns him now his happy triumph fungj. 
E\ *n they could thrive in his aufpicxous reign , 

And fuch a plenteous crop they bore^ 

Of pureil and well-winow’d grain. 

As Britain nevei knew befoie. 

Though little was their hire, and light their gain. 

Yet fomewhat to their fiiare he threw ; 

Fed from his hand, they fung and fiev , 

Like birds of paradife that liv’d on morning de^v'^ 

Oh never let their lays his name forget ! 

The penfion of a prince’s praife is great. 

Live then, thou great encourager of arts. 

Live ever in our thankful hearts ; 

Live bleft above, almofi: invok’d below 5 
Live andtieceive this pious vow. 

Our patron once, oiii guardian angel now* 

Thou F<ibius of a finking flate. 

Who didll by wife delays divert our fate^ 

When fadion like a tempeft rofe. 

In death’s moflr hideous form, 

Thei> art to rage thou didlt oppofe^,, 

To we^uher out the llorm ; 

Y z. Aloe 
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Not quitting thy fupreme command. 

Thou held’ft the rudder with thy fteady hand, 

Till fafely on the fliore the bark did land : 

1 he bark that all our bleffings brought, 

Chaig'dwith thyfelf and James, a doubly royal fraughf. 
Xiv. 

Oh frail eftate of human things. 

And flipper/ hopes below ! 

Now to uur coft your emptinefs wc know : 

For 'tis a lelTon dearly bought, 

AlTurance here is never to be fought. 

The beft, and beft-belov'd of kings. 

And beft deferring to be fo. 

When fcarce he had efcap’d the fatal blow 
Of faflion and confpiracy. 

Death did his promis'd hopes deflroy : 

He toil'd, he gain'd, but liv'd not to enjoy* 

What Oiilts of Providence arc thefe 
Through which we cannot f-C ! 

So faints, by fupcrnatural power let fiee. 

Are left at laft in martyrdom to die ; 

Such is the end of oft-repeated miracles* 

Forgive me, heaven, that impious thought, 

’Twas grief for Charles, to madnefs wrought,. 

That queHion’d thy fupren e decree I 
Thou didft his gracious n tgn prolong, 

Ev'n in thy faints and and angels wrong. 

His tellow-ckizens oi immortality : 

For twelve long ytais of exile borne. 

Twice twelve we numbci'd fince his bicH return ; 


So 
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So ftridly wert thou juft to pajr, 

Ev’n to the driblet of a day. 

Yet ftill we murmur and complain. 

The quails and manna fhould no loiiger rain-; 

Thofe miracles ’twas needlefs to renew ; 

The chofen flock has now the promis’d land ia vicwa. 

XV. 

A warlike prince afcends the regal ftate, 

A prince long exercis’d by fate : 

Long may he keep, though he obtains it late ! 

Heroes in heaven’s peculiar mold are caft. 

They and their poets are not form’d in hafte ; 

Man was the firft in God’s defign, and mair was made 
the laft. 

Falfe heroes, made by flattery fo. 

Heaven can ftrike out, like liparkles, at a blow ^ 

But ere a prince is to perfediion brought,. 

He cofts Omnipotence a fecond drought. 

With toil and fweat. 

With hardening cold, and forming heat. 

The Cyclops did their ftrokes repeat. 

Before th’ impenetrable fhield was wrought. 

It looks as if the Maker would not own 
The noble work for his. 

Before ’twas try’d and found a inaftcr-piecc.. 

XVI. 

View then a monarch ripen’d for a throne*. 

Alcides thus his race begUii, 

O’er infancy he fwiftly ran ; 

^The future God at flrit was mere than man 
Dangers and toils, and Juno’s hate 
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Ev'n o'er his cradle lay in wait ; 

And there he giappicd iirft with fate : 

In his young hands the hiiiing fnakes he prell. 

So early was die Deity confeft , 

Thus by degrees he rofe to Jove's imperial feat 5 
Thus difficulties prove a foul legitimately great* 

Like his, our hero's infancy was try'd ; 

Betimes the Furies did their fnakes provide; 

And to his infant arms oppofe 

His father's rebels, and his brother's foes 5 

The more oppreft, the higher ftill he rofe : 

Thofe were the preludes of his fate. 

That form'd, his manhood, to fubdue 
The hydra of die many-headed luffing crew- 

xvn. 

As, after Numa's peaceful reign. 

The martial Ancus did the fcepter wield, 

Furbifh’d the mffy fword again, 

Refum'd the long-forgotten fhield. 

And led the Latins to the dufty field ; 

So James the drowfy genius wakes 
Of Britain long entranc'd in charms,, 

Reftiff and flumbering on its arms : 

*Tis roused, and with a new-ftrung ner\’’e, the fpear 
already fhakes. 

No neighing of the warrior fteeds,., 

No drum, or louder trumpet, needs. 

T' infpire the coward, warm the cold, 

Hia voicCfl his foie appearance makes them bold* 
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Cjaul and Batavia dread th’ impending blow ; 
loo well the vigour of that arm they know ; 

•I'hcy hck the dull, and crouch beneath their fatal foe. 
Long may they fear this awful prince. 

And not provoke his lingering fword ; 

Peace is their only fure defence. 

Their befl fecurity his word : 

In all the changes of his doubtful fiate, 
jHib truth, like lieaven's, was kept inviolate. 

For him to promife is to make it fate. 

His valour can triumph o*er land and main ; 

With broken oaths his fame he will not flam ; 

With conquefi: bafely bought, and with inglorious gain. 

XVIII. 

For once, O heaven, unfold thy adamantine book| 
And let his wondering fenate fee. 

If not thy firm immutable decree. 

At ieafl the fecond page of llrong contingency ; 

Such as confifts with wills originally free : 

Let them with glad amazement look 
On what their happinefs may be : 

Let them not flill be obftmately blind. 

Still to divert the good thou liaft dcfign’d. 

Or with malignant penury. 

To fiaxve the royal virtues of his mind. 

Faith is a chriftian's and a fubjedt’s teft. 

Oh give tliem to believe, and they are furely blellw 
T hey do , and with a diftant view I fee 
Th’ amended vows of Engiifh loyalty. 

And 
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And all beyond that obje6:, there appears 
The long retinue of a profperous reign, 

A fenes of fuccefbful years. 

In orderly array, a maitial, manly train. 

Behold ev'n the remoter fliores, 

A conqucimg navy proudly fpread ; 

The Bntifh cannon formidably roars. 

While, ftarting from his oozy bed, 

Th’ affert^d ocean rears his reverend head ; 

To view and recognize his ancient lord agam ; 

And, with a willing hand, rcftores 
The fafces of the mam. 

VENI CREATOR SPIRITUS, 

PARAPHRASBD, 

C REATOR fpifit, by whofe aid 

The vtorld's foundations firft were laid. 

Come vifit every pious mind ; 

Come pour thy joys on human kind ; 

From fin and forrow fet us free. 

And make thy temples \\ orthy thee. 

O fource of uncreated light. 

The Father’s promifed Paraclete ! 

Thrice holy fount, thnee holy fire. 

Our hearts with heavenly love infpire; 

Come, and thy facred un6tion bring 
To fan<flify us, while w^e fmg. 

Plenteous of grace, defeend from high. 

Rich in thy fevenfold energy I 


Thou 
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Thou ftrength of his Almighty hand, 

• Whofe power does heaven and earth command* 
Proceeding fpirit, our defence. 

Who doll the gifts of tongues dlfpenfe. 

And crown'ft thy gift with eloquence f 
Refine and purge our earthly parts j 
But, oh, inflame and fire our hearts ! 

Our frailties help, our vice controul, 

Submit the fenfes to the foul ; 

And when rebellious they are grown. 

Then ky thy hand, and hold them down* 

Chace from our minds th' infernal foe. 

And peace, the fruit of love, bellow j 
And, left our feet ihould ftep aftray, 

Proted and guide us in the way. 

Make us eternal truths receive, 

And praflife all that we believe : 

Give us thyfelf, that we may fee 
The Father, and the Son, by thee* 

Immortal honour, endlefs fame. 

Attend th' Almighty Father’s name s 
The Saviour Son be glorify’d. 

Who for loft man’s redemption dy\i : 

And equal adoration be. 

Eternal Paraclete, to thee. 


^ VoL. XVIIL 
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THE SOLILOQ^Uy 

O F 

A ROYAL EXILE. 

U NHAPPY I ! who, once ordain'd to bear 
God’s juftice fword, and his vicegerent here. 
Am now depos’d — ’gamft me my children rife. 

My life mult be their only faciiiice : 

Highly they me accufe, but nothing prove ; 

But this IS out of tenderncls and love 1 

They feek to fpill my blood ; ’tis that alone 
Mult for the nation’s crying fins atone. 

But careful Heaven forewarn’d me in a dream, 

And Ihevv’d me that my dangers were extreme ; 
The heavenly vifion fpoke, and bade me fice 
Th’ ungrateful brood that were not worthy me: 
Alarm’d I fled at the appointed tune ; 

And mere necefllty was made my crime ! 


C ON- 



C 331 3 


CONTENTS 

OF THE 

EIGHTEENTH VOLUME* 

O N Dryden’s Religio Laici, by the Earl of Rof- 
common - - « Page 3 

On Dryden’b Tranflations of the Ancient Poets, by 
Loid Lanfdowne ^ ^ 5 

Verfes to Dryden, by Mr. Addifon ... 5 

From Addifoii’s Account of the Englifh Poets S 
On Alexander's Feaft, fiom Mr. Pope's EfTay on 
Cnticifm - - - - 9 

Charadler of Dryden, fiom an Ode of Gray lb* 
To the unknown Author of Abfalom and Achitophcl, 
by Nat. Lee - - - - i o 

To the concealed Author of Abfalom and Achitophcl, 
by Tate - - - -1:5 

Upon the Author of the Medal, by Tate - 13 

To the unknown Author of the Medal, and of Abfaloni 
and Achitophcl, by J. Adams - - i ^ 

To Mr. Dryden, on his Religio Laici - - i S 

Upon Dryden's Tranllation of the Thud Book of 
Virgil's Georgicks, by Mi. J. Dennis 1 5 

Upon the Death of Lord Mailings - - 21 

Heroic Stanzas on the Death of Oliver Cromwell zy 

AUrtca 



CONTENTS. 


33 ^ 

Aftrsca. Redux, a Poem on the Reftoration of Kinrf 
Charles n. - - - . 

A Panegyric on the Coronation of Charles II, ^2 
An Addrefs to Lord Chancellor Hyde - 
Satire on the Dutch - * 

To her Royal Jffighnefs the Duchefs, on the memor- 
able Vi^Iory gamed by the Duke over the Hollanders^ 
June 5> 1 665, and on her Journey into the North 54 
Annus Mirabilis : The Year of Wonders, i666 57 


JEflay upon Satire. By Mr. Dryden and the Earl of 

Mulgrave, 1675 - - - - 124 

Abfalom and Achitophel, Part I. -* - 134 

Part II. - - 172 

The Medal, a Satire againft Sedition - • 214 

Tarquin and Tullia - - . « 232 

Suum Cuique - - * -i * W 237 

Religio Lajci, or a Layman’s Faith - - 241 

The Art of Poetry, by Mr. Dryden and Sir William 
Soame • * - 272 

Threnodia Auguftalis, a Funeral Pindarick Poem, to 
the Memoiy of Charles II. -» - 310 

Veni Creator Spiritus, paraphrafed - « 328 

The Soliloquy of a Ro)al Exile ** - 33a 


THE END OF VOL. XVSJU 



